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The Prologue. 

Corns. 

Hpiibo houjbolds both alike in dignitie, 

A (In fain Verona "W hen we lay our Scene) 
From auncient grudge Joreake to new mutinie y 
"Where ciuill bloud makes ciuill hands Vncleane: 

From forth thefatall loynes of thefe two foes , 

A pain ofjlarre-crofl louersjake their life: 

"Whofe mi/aduenturd pittious ouerthrowes, 

Doth with their death burie their Parents frife. 
The fearjull paffige of their death-markt loue, 
jfnd the continuance of their Parents rage: 

* which but their childrens end nought could remoue: 
Is now the two houres trafficcjue of our Stage. 

The ' which ifyou with patient earn attend y 
' what hearejhall miJfe,our toyle fall Jlriue to mend „ 
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the MOST E X- 

cellent and lamentable 



Tragedie^of Borneo and Met. 



WSampfon W Grcgoric , 7 vkb Swords and Bucklers, of the 
houfeof Capulet. 



S Amp.Greooric ,on my word wcele not carrie Coles. 
Greg.Noifot then we Ihould be Collyers. 

Samp . I meane,and we be in choller.weele draw. 

Greg. I while you liue.drawfour neckc out of choller. 

Samp. I ftrikequickly being moued. 

Greg. But thou art not quickly moued to fir ike. 

Samp. A dog of the houfe of M omtagste moues me. 

Grego. To mouc is to ftirre.and to be valiant, is to Bands 
Therefore ifthou art moued thou run ft away. 

Samp. Adogofthathoufcfhallmouemetoftand: 

I will take the wall of any man or maide of Momta - 
gues. 

Grego. That fhewes thee a weake fTaue,for the wcaketf goes 
to the wall. 

Samp. Tis true, & thcrfbi e women being the weaker veflcls 
areeuer thruflto thevvalhtherforc I wil pufh Momtaguesi nen 
from the wall, and thiud his maides to the wall. 

Greg. The quarell is betwecnc our maifters , and vs their 
men. 

Samp. Tis all oncJ will fliew my feife a tyrant, when I haue 
fought with the men, I will be ciuil with the maides, I will cut 
off their heads. 

A 3; Grego, The 
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The mojl lamentable Tragedte 

Cfrego. The heads of the maids. 

Samp. I the heads of the maides,or their maiden heads, take it 
in what fenfe thou wilt. 

• <Jr eg. They mud take it fenfe that feelc it. 

Samp. Me they fhall feele while I am able to ftand, and tis 
knowne I am a pretie peece of flefh. 

Cjreg. Tis well thou art not filh,if thou hadft,thou hadft bin 
poore lohn : draw thy toolc,here comes of the houfe of Mom. 
tagues. 

Enter two other feruing men. 

Samp. My naked weapon is out, quarell,I will back thee. 
Greg. How,turne thy backc and runneJ 
Samp. Fearemenot. 

Qreg. No marrie,Ifearethee. 

Sam- Let vs take the law of our fidcs,Iet them begin. 

Gre. I will frown as I pafle by, and let them take it as they lift. 
Samp, Nay as they dare, I wil bite my thumb at them, which 
is difgrace to them if they beare it. 
aAbram. Do you bite your thumbe at vs fir? 

Samp. I do bite my thumbe fir. 

Abra. Do you bite your thumb at vs fir? 

Samp. I s the law of our fide if I fay 1 5 
Greg. No. 

Samp. No firj do not bite my thumbe at you fir, but I bite 
my thumbe fir. 

Greg. Doyouquarcllfir? 

Abra. Quarellfir,nofir. 

iSaf.But if you do fir , I am for you, I ferue as good a m 3 asyou. 
Abra. No better. 

Samp, Well fir. Enter Benuolio , 

Greg, gay better, here comes one of my maifters kinfraen. 
Sam. Yes better fir. 

Abra. You lie. 

Samp. Draw if you be men^r^r/V, remember thy wafhing 
blowc. They fight. 

Benuo. Partfoolcs , putvpyourfwords,youknownotwhat 

you do. EM 0 



i W 
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oj ${omeo and Met. 

Enter Ttbalt. . , 

Tibalt. What art thou drawne among thefe hartleue nindesr 
turne thee r Benuo(i* > \oo'ke vpon thy death. 

Benuo. I do but keepe the peace, put vp thy fword, 
or manage it to part thefe men with me. 

TtbJW hat drawne and talke of peace? I hate the word, 
as I hate hell, all Mount agues andthcc: 

Haueattl f y ee or f OHre Citizens with C bubs or party font* 

Off. Clubs, Bils and Partifons,ftrike, beate them downe, 
Downe with the Capulcts, downe with the Mountagues. 

Enter old Capulet in hisgowne , and his wife. 

Capu. What noyfe is this ? giue me my longfword hoe. 

Wife. A crowch,a crowch,why call you for a fword? 

Cap. My fword I fay ,oId Mount ague is come. 

And florifhes his blade in fpight of me. 

Enter old Mountague and his wife. 

Mount. Thou villaine Capulet, hold me not, let me go. 

M, Wife. 2. Thou fhalt not ftir one foo te to feeke a foe; • 
Enter Prince Eskales,wtf£ hie traine. 

Prince. Rebellious fubic&s enemies to peace, 
Prophanersofthisneighbour-ftayned fteele, 

Will they not heare? whatho,you men, you beafts; 

That quench th e fire of your pernicious rage. 

With jjurple fountaines ifiuing from your veines: 

Gn paine of torture from thofe bloudie hands. 

Throw your miftempered weapons to the ground,. 

And hearethefentencc of your moued Prince* 

Three ciuill brawles bred of an ayrie word. 

By thee old (fapulet and UMomtague, 

Haue thrice difturbd the quiet of our ftreets, 

And mad tiferonas auncicnt Citizens, 

Caft by their graue befeeming ornaments. 

To wieldold partizans,in hands as old, 

Cancred with peace, to part your cancred hate, 

Ifeuer you diflurbe our ftiec ts againe. 






__ 






The inofl lamentable Tragedte 

Your liucs (hall pay tlie forfeit of the 
for Mistime all the reft depart 
You Capulet {ball go along with me, 

And Mount ague come you this afrernoone, 

Toknow our farther pleafure in this cafe: 

To old Eree-towne,our common judgement place: 
Once more on paine of death, all men depart. 

Mcunta. Who fet this auncient quarell new abroach l 
Speake Nephew, were you by when it began? 

Ben. Here were the femants of your aduerfarie 
And yours,c!ofe fighting ere I did approach, 

I drew to part them, in the inftant came 
The fierie 7yW/,with his fword prepardc, 

Which as he breath’d defiance to my eares. 

He fwoong about his head and cut the windes. 

Who nothing hurt withall,hift him in fcorne: 

While we were enterchaunging thrufts and blowes. 
Came more and more, and fought on part and part, 
Till the Prince came,who parted cither part. 

Wife. O where is ifoweo/aw you himto day? 

Right glad I am,he was not at this fray. 

Benuo. Madam, an houre before the worftiipt Si 

A troubled inindc driue me to walke 
Where vnderneath the groue of Sy 
That W eft ward rooteth from this Citic fide: 

So early walking did I fee your fonne, 

Towards him I-made,but he was ware 
And ftole into the couert of the wood, 

I raeafuringhis affeftions by my owne, 

Which then molt fought,where mod might not be 
Being one too many by my wearie felfe, (founds 
Purfued my humor, not purfuing his, 

And gladly fhunned,who gladly fled from me. 
Momta. Many a morning hath he there bin feene, 
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•„ fpf^meoandium. 

With teares augmenting the frefli mornings deawe, 

'o wdcs .with his deepe figbes, 
ering Sunnc, 
begin to draw, ' ,l 

y^urorasbed. . ' 



Adding to doudes,morc cl 
But all fo foone,as the afcB< 

Should in tbefartBeft fiaft 

The fhadiecuitaincs from ( , . 

Away from light ftcdles home my Heauie fonne. 

And priuate in his Chamber pekhes himfelfe. 

Shuts vp hiswindo wesjlock^faifeday^kghtoutj, 

And makes himfelfe an artificial! night : 

Blackc and portendous muft this humor proue, 
Vnlefle good counfell may the caufc remoue. 

Ben. My Nable Vncle do you know the caufc? 
CMoun. I neither khow It, nor can learne of hiro. 
Ben. Haue you importuude him by any meanes • 
\JAloan. Both by my felfe and many other friends, 
But he is owne affc&ions counfcller. 

Is to himfelfefl will not fay how true) 

But fo himfelfe fo fecret and fo elofe. 

So farre from founding and difcotierie, 

As is tBe^ttd bftWifHan erifliSitfwoHue, 

Ere hecan fpread his fweett leaues to thcayre, 

Or dedicate his bevttie to the fame. 

Could we but learne from whence his forrows grow, 
We would as willingly giue cure asknow. 

Enter Rdhieo. ; ^ ' ' - 

Benu. See where hecomes,fo pi cafe you ftep afide. 
He know his greemnee or be much, denidc. 

Moun. I would thou wert fo happie by thy ftay. 

To hearc true fhrift,comc Madam lets away. 

Apt 1 ' > : ’ ' . 

Bcntiol. Good morrow Coufin. 

Romeo. Isthedayfoyoufigf' 

"Ben. But new ftrookc nine. 

Romeo. Ay me,fad houres feeme long; 

Was that ray father that went hence fo faft? 

Ben. It wastwhat fadncfle lengthens Romeos houres? 



Exeunt Q 
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The mdfl lament alle Trdgedie 

Jk.Not hawing that, which hauing,makcs the flsorfe 
Ben. Inloue. 

Rent. Out. -L. 

Ben . Of loue. 

Rom. Out of het fauourwherel am in loufc 
Ben. Alas that lou: fo gentle in his view. 

Should be fo tirannous and rough in proofe. 

Romeo. Alas that loue,wh 9 fe view is muffled ftil^ 
Should without eyes, fee path waies to his will: 

Where fliall we dine/ 6 me! what fray was here? 

Y ct tell mctiot, for I haue heard it all: 

Heres much to do with hate, but more with louet 
Why then 6 brawling loue,Qlouing hate, 

O any thing of nothingfir ft created: 

O heauie lightnefle,ferious vanitie, 

■Milhapcn Chaos of welfeeing formes, 

Leather of lead,bright fmoke,coJd hcr,ficke health, 
Still waking flecpc that is not what h is* 

This loue fcele l,that fee le no lquein this, 

Doeft thou not laugh? ,- (V • • . ?• 

Benu. No Coze, I rather weepc* „ N 
Rom. Good hart at what? > 

Benu. Atthygoodhartsoppreflion. 

Romeo. W hy iuch islouestr anfgrelflon: 

Griefes ofmine ownc lie heauie in my bread. 

Which thouwilt propogate to haue it preaft. 

With more of thine, this loue that thou haft ftiowne^ 
Doth ad more griefe.too too much of mine ownc. 
Loue is a fmoke mad e with thSliimeoffighes, . 
Bcmgpurgd,«fi cfparkhngin louers cics, 

Being vext, a fea nourilht with louing teares,. 

What is it elfe?a tnadne(Te,aaoft difereetr, 

A choking gall, and a preleruing fvvccte; 

Farewell my Coze. 

Ben. Soft I will go along: 

•And irpulcaue me fo,you do me wrong* 
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'of^omhand Met. 

p, w 'TutI haueioft my felfe,l am notherej 

Thi<. is not Romeo, hcesfhmc other where. 

T »‘«. TcUmc in .ta you W 

Ro. What flialirgroneandtell thee? 

Ben. Grone.whynoibu^dl/tcllmewho. 

Ro. Afickeman infadnefle roakeshuwiH. 

A word ill vrgd to one thatis fo ill: ^ 

•Ben. A n^tAwVmarl^iaire CoR is looncjt hit. 
Romeo. Well in that hit you mifle, fliecl not be hie 
With Cupids arrow, ft>e h ath Dions wi t: 

And in fttong proofe of chaftitic well armd, 

Pmm Innc? weakchildifh bow (heliuesvncha«n<L 
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>The moft lamentable Tragedk 

The precious treafru* of his eyc-fi^ht loft. 

Shew me a miftreflc th?t is pairing faire. 

What doth her bewtie feme but as a note. 

Where I may reade who paft that palling faire: 
Farewel,thou canft not teach me to forget, 

Ben. He pay that do£lrmq,orelfe die in debt* 

Enter Capul ct.Comtie Paris, the Slovene, 
Capet. But CMountague is boun d a s well as I, 

In penaltieslijkc, and ris not hard I thinke, 

For men fo pld as we to keepe the peace. 

‘Ear. Ofhonourabie reckoning arc you both. 

And pittie tis,you liu’d at.ods foiong : 

But now my lord, what lay you to my fu;<j? 

Capa. But faying ore what l^up faid before, ,.y 
My child is yet a ftraunger in the world, 

Shee hath not feene the cbaunge of fourteen yeares* 
Let two more Sommers vyither in their pride, 

Ere we may thinke her ripeto. be a brjdc 



Exem,. 



rwprtfc ...... 

P*r*' Younger then foe, %&ppie mothers made^ 

C a ? u - And too foonc mytci^re thofe fo early madcvjV,’ 
Earth hath fwallovved all my hopes but lhe, 

Shees the hqpeful| Lady of rpy earth: 

But vvooe her gentle Paris opt her harr, 
j My will to her confent,is but a part. 

And fliec agreed, withiaher foope of cfioife 
Lyes my content, and faire accorjing voyce: 

This night I hold, an old acciiftomd feaft. 

Whereto 1 haue inuited many agueft: 

Such as I loue.and you among theftore, 

One more, moft welcome makes my nuynber more; , 

Atmypoore h°ule,lpoke to bfhojdthk night, 

Edl thlMafllllgflaiiCjjrth'at make darke heaucn light: 

Such comfort as do luftie youn^ men fceje, 

W hen well appare’d Aprill on the hcele, 
Ofliinpingvvintcrtreadsjcuenfuch delight 
Amongfrclh fennell buds IhaU you thisofohl 
inherit at my houfe,hearc all Cce: ° fad 
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* of Borneo and Iuliet. 

And like her moft,whofe merit moft lhallbec. 

Which one more viewjof many, mine being one. 

May ftand in number,though in reckning none. 

Gome go with me,go firraH trudge about. 

Through faire Verona, find thofe perfons out, 

Whofe names are written there, and to them lay , 

My houfc and welcome, on their plcafure itay. ^ 

Seres. Find them out whofe names are writtemHere it is writ- 
ten, that the Ihoo-maker Ihould meddle with his yard, and the 
tayler with his laft.thefilhcr with hispenfill,& the painter with 
his nets. But I am fent to find thofe perfons whofe names are 
here writ , and can neucr find what names the writing perfota 
hath here writ ( I muft to the learned Jin good time. 

Enter Benuolioywa Romeo. 

Ben. Tut man,one fire burncs out,an others burning. 

On painc is lefned by an others anguilh, 

Tume giddie,and be holpe by backward turning: 

One defperate greefe, cures with an others languilh: 

Take thou fome newinfe&ion to thy eye. 

And the ranckepoyfon of the old will dye. 

‘Borneo. Your Plantan leafe is excellent for that, 

Ben, For what I pray thee? 

Borneo. For your broken fhin. 

Ben. Why -RomeOyXtx. thou mad? 

Rom. Not mad, but bound more then a mad man isr 
Shut vpinprifon,kept without my foode, 

Whipt and tormented, and Godden good fellow. 

Ser. Godgigoden,I pray fir can you read? 

Rom. I mine ovvnc fortune in my miferie. 

S er. Perhaps you haue learned it without booke: 

But I pray can you read any thing you fee? 

Rom. I if I know the letters and the languages 

S er. Yee fay honeftly ,reft you merrie. 

Rom. Stay follow,! can read. 





Tl?e fnojl lamentable Trdgecfie 

He reades the Le tter. 

O "Eigneur Martino,c2” his wife and dmghters'.Countir Anfclmf 
O and his bewtiousjifterr. the Lady wtddcw ef V truuio, Setgnem 
Placen (lo^ndhis louetyNeeces : Mcrcutio and hss brother \ i% 
Ientinc:wwe Vncle Capulet his wife and daughter s:my fair e Neeet 
Rofa!ine,Liuia,5><g»e»r ValentiOj and his Co fen Ty bait: Luo® 
andthelittely Hellcna. 



A faire a ITcmblic, whither fliould they come? 
Ser. Vp. 

IRa. Whither to fupper? 

Ser. Toourhoufc. 

*Ro. Whofehoufe? 

Ser. MyMaifters. 



Ro. Indeed I fliould haueaskt you that before. 

Ser. Nowile tell you without asking.My maifter is the great 
rich Capu&t, andifyoubenotofthe houfeof AJ ountagues t L 
pray come and crulh a cup of wine.Reft > ou raerne. 

Ben. At this fame auiKKntfcaft ofCWpa/irf/, ':t<* mi 
Sups the faire Ro/aline whomthou To loues: r.V' 

With all the admired beauties of Verona, ' T, od* A. 

Go thithcr^and with vnat(fairitcde 0 yc,’ 

Compare her face with fome that I fliall fliowi 
And I vviffttiake theetl mnccthjHwafi a crow. 

%o. Whenthe deuouf religion ofminc eye, 

Maintaines fuch fallh(M3^ehturne feares to fiert 
And thefe who often drowndc, could neucr die, 

T ranfparent Hercticques be burnt for liers. 

One fairer thernny loue,the ail feeing Sun, 

Nere fa w her matchjince firft the world begun. 

"Ben. Tut you fa w her faire none elfe being by* 

Her felfe poyfd with her felfc in citliereye: 

But in that Chriftallfoalcs let there be waide. 

Your Ladies loue againft fome other maide: 

That I will fhevvyou ftiining at this feaft, 

And fhe fhall fcant {hew well that now feemes beft. 
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-offyMMdnJlutiet. 

mfe. Nurfe whet’s my daughterfcall herforthtomft 

Nurfe. Now by my maidenhead, at tweluejeare old 
tense, what Lamb, what Ladie~bsrd,Godforbtd, 

Wheres this Girlelwhat Iuliet. 

Enter Iu’lCt. 

Juliet. How now who calls* 

Nur. Your mother. _ 

Juli. Madam lam hcre,what is your wiH. „ lu 

m r e. This is the matter.Nurfe giue leaue a while, wemuR talk 
in fere t. Nurfe come backeagaine, I haue remembred mee, 
thou'fe hearc our counfcl.Thou knoweft my daughters ofa pre- 

* iC Nurfe. Faith Icantellher age vnto an hours. 

Wife. Sheets not fourtccnc.. t „„ 

Kurfc. He lay fourteen of my teeth , and yetto myteenebe si 
Spoken, I haze butfom^fiees not fourteene. 

How long is it now /VllammaS- tide? 

Wife . Afortnigbtando<klc # daycs.. 

Nurfe. Suenor odde 9 ofaUdaies in they ear e come Lammas ZtteAl 
night ftal fie befourtecn.Suian andfhe,Cjod reft all (fhrifhanfoules 9 
Were of an age Well Sufan is with God, fie was too good for me : But 
eu Ifaid,on Lammas night Jhatlfhe hef our teene , that fiali 

fhee marrie, / remember it well . Tis (incethe,£arth-quake nojp 
eleuen year es, and fie was weand I neuer fiali forget it ,of alt the daies. 
efthe yearevpon that day : for I had then laide worme-wood to my 
dng , fttting in the fun vnder the Doue-boufe wall . My Lord and 
you were then at Mantua,^ Idoo beare a braine . But as I /aid *. 
when it did tafte the worme-wood on the nipple of my dug , and 
felt it bitter, pretie foole, to fee it teachie and fall out with the *Dugge 0 . 
Shake quoth the Done- houfe , twos no need I trow to bid me.tr fidget 
And fince that time it is a leuenyeares,for then fie. could (land hylone , 
nay byth roode fie could haue run and w added all about : for eucn 
the daybeforefie broke her brow jsnd then my husband, Godbewith? 




* 1 be mojt lamentable l vageate 

hU foule,a wot a merits man , took, e vp the child, ye a quoth he, dotfl 
thou filvpon thy ftceftheuwiftfdll backward when thou haft more 
wit, wilt thou not lulc ? And- by my holy dam , the y retie wretch left 
crymo.'tnd [aid I:to fee now how a ieaft fhall come about : 1 warrant , 
and / fhould Hue a thoufandyeares.l neuer fhould forget it : wilt thou 
not I u!e quoth he i and pretie foole itftinted^nd faid I. 

Old La. Inough of this , 1 pray thee hold thy peace. 

Nurfe. T es Madam, yet I cannot chufe but laugh , to thinke k 
fhould leaue crying,and fay I: andyet I warrant it hadvpon it brow, a 
hump at big at ayoung Ccckrels ftone: a perilous knocks and it cryed 
bitterly. Tea quoth my husband, fallft vpon thy face , thou wilt fall 
hackwardwhenthoucommefttoage : wilt thou no flule. ? It ft in ted ' t 
and faid I. - ■ 

lull. And flint thou too, I pray thee Nurfe, fay I. 

Nurfe. Peace Ihaue done : G od niarke thee too his grace , thou 
waft the prettieft babe that ere I nurft , and l might hue to fee thee 
married once, I haue mywifh. 

Old La. Marne, that marrie is the very theame 
I came to talke of,tell me daughter Iuhet, 

How ftands your difpofitioriito Remarried? 

Itiliet. Itisan hourethatl dreame not of. 

Nurfe. iMn houre,werenot I thine one ly Nurfe, I would fay thou 
hadft fucktwifedome from thy teate. 

Old La. Well thinke of marriage now,yonger then you 
Here in Verona, Ladies of eftceme. 

Arc made alreadie mothers by my count. 

I was your mother,much vpon thefe yeares 
That you are now a niaide,thus then in btiefe: 

The valiant Laris feckcs you for his loue. 

Nurfe. Amanyoung Lady, Lady, fitch a man as all the world-, 

Why hees a man ofwaxe. v : - _______ 

, Did Ld." 1 Vefonai Sommer hath not fuch a flower. 

Nurfe. Nay hees a flower, in faith a very flower. 

Old La. What fay you, can you loue the Gentleman? 

This night you (hall behold him at our feaft. 
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of Romeo imdhllet. 

And find delight, writ there with bewties pen, 

Examine euery married lmiamenr. 

And feehowonean other lends content: 

And what obfeurde in this faire volume lies, 

Finde written in the margeant of his e >'« s ! 

This preciousbooke of loue, this vnbound loue , 

To bewtifie him,oneIy lacks a Couer. 

The fifii liuesin the fea, and tis much piide 
For faire without the faire, withm to hide: 

That booke in roanies ey es doth fharc the glorie 
Thatin gold clafpes locksin the golden ftone: 

So {hall you fharc all that he doth poiiclle, 

By hauing him, making ybur fclfe no lefle. 

Nurft- No lefTcinay Bigger vvomen grow by men. 

Old La, Speake briefly, can you like of 'Tans loue. 

Juli. lie lookc to like, if looking liking moue. 

ButnomoredeepcwiHlendartmine eye, , 

Then your confent giucs flrength to make flic. Enter Serum . 

Ser. Madam the guefts are come/uppcrfcru d vp,you cald, 
my young Lady askt for, the Nurfe curft in the Pantne, andc- 
uerie thing in extremitie : 1 muft hence to wait , I befcech you 

follow ftraight. . 

Mo. We follow thee, Iuliet the Countie ltaies. 

Nur. Go gvrlc,fecke happie nights to happie dayes, • 

Exeunt. 

Enter Romeo, Mercutio,Benuolio,wv/f> flue or fixe other 
Maskers , torchbearers. 

Romeo. What fhall this fpeech be fpoke for ourexctlfcl 
Or fhall we on without appologief . 

Ben. The date is out of fuch prolixitic, 

Weele hauc no £«/>i^,hudwiockt with a skarfe. 

Bearing a Tartars painted bow of lath, 

Skaring the Ladies like a Crowkeeper. 

But let them meafure vs by what they will, 

Weele meafure them a meafure and be gone- 
%om. Giue me a torch,I am not for this ambling, 

C Being 
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Being bat heauielwill bearc the light. 

Aferctt. Nay getle Romeo, wt rnuu haue yon dance, 
%o. Not Ibcleeue me,you haucdancing fhoocs 
With nimble foies, I haue a foule of Lcade 
So flakes me to the ground I cannot moue. 

■Mer. You area LouCr, borrow fiipids wingj, 
And fore with them aboue a common bound. 

Rom. 1 am too fore enpearccd with his fhaft, . 

To fore with his light feathers, and fo bound* 

I cannot bound a pitch aboue dull woe, 

Ynder loues hcauie birthcn do I lincke. 

Horatio. And to fink in itfhould you burthen loue^ 
Too great oppreffion fora tender thing. 

Rom. Is kmc a tender thing ? it is too rough. 

Too rude , too boy ftrous,and it pricks like thorne. 

Mer. Ifloue berough with you, be rough with loue 
Prick loue for pricking, and you bcate loue downe,, 
Giue me a cafe fo put my vifagein,, 

A vifor for a vifor.what care I 
What curious eye doth cote deformities: - 
Hcrearethc beetle browesfhall blufhforme. 

Bonn. Come knock and enter, and no fooner in, 
But euery manbetakc him to his leg*. 

Ro. A.corch for me, let wantons light ofhcatt 
Tickle the fencclcflerufhes with their heeles : 

For i am prouerbdwiifB a graiinfirc phrafe,. 
lie be a candle-holder and looke on, . 

The game was nere fo faire,and I am dum. 
^J/cr.Tut,duns the moufe,theConftables own word 
If thou art dun,wcelc draw thee from the mire 
Or faueyoureuerence loue, wherein thouftickeff. ■ # 
Vp to the eares,come vve.burne daylight. ho. 

Ro. Nay thatsnot-fp. 
tJMer. I meane fir in delay 
We wafte ourlightsin vaine, lights lights by day 
fake our good meaning, for our judgement fits. 



of Borneo and hliet. 

Fiue times in that, ere once in our fine wits. 

%o. And we meane well in going to this Mask, 

But tis no w it to go. 

% C Mer. Why,may oneake? 

Rom. 1 d; e.impr a dreame to night. 
tjtfer. And lb did I. 

Ro. Well what was yours? 

Mer. That d> earners bften fie. 

Ro In bed afleep while they do dream things true. 

Mer. O then l fee QueerieMsb liath bin with you: 

She is the Fail ics mid wife^and /he com - s in fliape no bigger the 
an A<mtftone,on the forefinger of an Alderman, drawnc with 
a teeme oflittlc ottamie-ouer mensnofes as they he afleep : net 
wae 1 6 (pokes made of log fpinners legs: the couer,of the wings 
of Gralhoppersjhcr traces of the fmalleft fpider web, her collors 
of the moonflunes watry heams.hcr whip of Crickets bone, the 
lafh of Philome, her waggoner , a fmall grey coated Gnat, not 
half fo bin; as a round litlc vvorme,prickt from the lazie finger of 
a man.Her Chamot is an emptie Hafel nor, Made by the loyner 
fquirrcl orold Grub, time out amind,the Fairie- Coatchmakcrsi 
and in thivftate the gallops nightby night, throgh louers brains, 
and then they dreame of louc.On Com tiers knees, that dreame 
on Curfics ftrait ore Lawyers fingers whoflrait dreame on fees, 
ore Ladies lips who ftrait one kiffcs dteam, w hich ott the angrie 
Mab with Millers plagues , becaufe their breath with fweete 
meates tainted are. Sometime fhe gallops ore a Courtiers tiofe, 
and then dreames he of fmelling out a fute.andfometime comes 
(he with a tithpigs tale, tickling a Perfons nofe as a lies afleepe, 
then he dreams of an other Benefice. Sometime fhe driueihor© 
a fouldiers neck, and then dreames he of cutting for ram throates, 
©t breaches, ambufcadosjfpanifh bladesiOf Healths fiuefadome 
deepe , and then anon drums in his eare , at which he flans and 
wakes,and being thus frighted, fwearesapraier or two ; &fleeps 
againe.'this i ;that very Mab that plats the manes of hoi fes inthe 
rught : and bakes the Elklocksinfoulefluttifhhaires, which 
«ace vntang1cd,much misfortune bodes. 

C 3 This 




- The mo ft lamentable Tragedie 

This isthe hag, when maides lie on their backs, 

That prefles them and learncs them firft to beare. 

Making them women of'good catiu^d 1 — 

This is Hie.. 

Romeo. Peace, pticc,Mercutio peace. 

Thou talkft of nothing. 

CMer. T rue, I ta!ke of dreames : 

Which are the children of an idlebraine. 

Begot of nothing but vaine phantafie: 

Which is as thin of fubftance as the ayre, 

And more inconftant then the wind who tvooes^ 

Euen now the frozen bofome of the North: 

And being angerd pufifes away from thence, 

Turning his fide to the dewedroppin^South. 
jfow.This wind you talk of, blows vs from our felues, 

Supper is done, and we fhall come too late. 

R o. I feare too earlie.for my mind mifgiues. 

Some conference yet hanging in the ftarres. 

Shall bitterly begin his fearfull date. 

With this nights rcuels, and expire the termc 
Of a defpifed life clofde in my biefi: 

By fome vile fofreit of vntimely death. 

But he that hath the ftirraggof my courfe, 

Dircft my fute,on lullic Gentlemen, 

Ben. Strike drum. 

They march about the Stagehand Seruingmen come forth with 

Napkins. 

Enter Romeo. 

Ser. Wheres Potpan that he helpes not to take away ? 

He (hilt a trencher, he ferape a trencher? 

I. When good manners fiialllie all in one or two mens hands 
A nd they vnwafht too, tis a foulc thing. 

Ser. Away with the toynffooles,remoue the Courtcubbei t, 
looketo the plate ,good thou,fauemea peece of March-pane, 
and as thou loues me, let the porter let in Sr.fan Grindjlone , and 
Nell, Anthonie and Potpan . 

2. IBov 



of Tomeo and Juliet. 

Sm-! Youardookt for, and ca!d for,askt for, and fought for in 

■ ranrmt be here and there too,thearely hove', 
Bebriska whilc,enc] the longer liuet take ah. y 

Enter all the guefts and gentlewomen to the 
Maskers. 

1 . Capa. Welcome gentlemen, Ladies that haue their toes 
Vnplagued with Cornes,will tvalke about with you: 

Ahmymifte(Ies,vvhichofyouall . 

Will now denie to dauncc,fhe that makes daintie. 

She He fwcar hath Corns:am I come nearc yc BOW i 

Welcome gentlemen, I haue feene the day 

That I haue wornc a vifor and could tell 
A whifpering tale in a faire Ladies care: 

Such as would pleafe-tis gone,tis gone, tis gone. 

You arc welcome, gentlemen comejMuntions 

C JWnfick'playes and they dance. '• 

A hall, a hall,giue roome,and foo te it gyrles, 

More light you knaues,and turne the tables vp: 

And quench the fire, the roome is growne too hot. 

Ah firrah,this vnlookt for fport comes well: 

Nay fit,nay fit, good Cozin Capulet, 

Foryouand Iarepaftour dauncingdayes: ! 

How long ift now fince laft your fdfe and I 
Were in a maske# 

2. Capu. Berlady thirtie yeares. 

1. Capu. What mantis not fomuch,tisnotfo much, 

Tis fince the nuptiall of Lucientio: 

Come Pcntycoft as quickly as it will. 

Some fiue and twentie yeares, and then wemaskf. 

2. Capu. Tis more, tis more, his 1 fonne is elder fir: 

His fonne is thirtie. 

I .Capu. Will you tell me that? 

His fonne was but a ward 2 . yeares ago, 

C J Romeo. What 



Ro. What Ladies that which doth enrich the hand 
•Of yonder Knight? 

Ser. Iknownotfir. 

%o. O fhc doth teach the torches to burn brighfc 
Itfeemcs foe hangs vpon the checkc of night: 

Asa rich Iewel in an Ethiops eare, 

Bewtie too rich for vfc,tor earth too deare: 

So fhowes a fnovvic Douc trooping with CrowCS, 

A-s yonder Lady ore her fcllowes foowes: 

The meafure done, He watch her place of ftand. 

And touching hers, make bledcd my rude hand. 

Did ray hart loue till now,forfwearc it fight, 

For I nere faw true bewtie till this night. 

Ttbttl. This bv his voyce, fit uldb eaMountAeue* 
Fetch me my Rapier boy,what dares the flaue 
Come hither couerd with an anticque face* 

To fleere and fcorne at our foIcmnuicJ 
Now by the ftockc and honor of my kin. 

To (irikc him dead,l hold it not a fin. 

CapH. Why how now kinsman , wherefore ftorme 

Tib. V ncle, this is a dfountague out foe: (you fof 
A villainc that is hither come in fpight, 

To fcorne at our folcmnitie this night. 

Cap. Young Romeo is it, 

Tib. Tis he, that villainc Romeo. 

Capu. Content thee gentle Coze, let him alone* 
A beares him like a portly Gentleman: 

And to fay truth ^Verona brags of him, 

To be a vertuous and welgouernd youth, - 
I would not for the wealth of all this Towne, 

Here in my houfe do him difparagement: 
Therefore be patient, take no note of him, 

It is my wifothe which ifehourefpeft, 

Shew a faire prefence, and put off thefe frownes. 

An illbefeeming femblance for a feaft. 

T*L It fits when fuch a villainc u a gueft, 









effymeai and Juliet 

lie not endure him. 

Capu. He fhall be endured. 

What goodman boy,I fay he foall,gofoo, 

Am I »he matter here or you. ? go too, 

Youle not endure him, god fhall mend my foule, 
Youle make a mutinie among my guefts: 

You wil fet cock a hoopc, youle be the man, 

Ti. Why Vncle,tisafharoc. 

CapH. Go too, go too. 

You are a faweie boy, iff fo indeed? 

This trick may chance to fcath you I know what. 
You muff contrarie mc,marrie tis time, 

W ell faid my hearts, you are a princox, go. 

Be quiet, or more light, more light for fhame, 

He make you quiet(what)chearely my hearts. 

Ti. Patience perforce, with wilfull choller meeting, 
Makes my fiefh tremble in their different greeting: 

I will withdraw, but this intrufion fhall 

Now feeming fweet,conuertto bittreft gall. Exit . 

Ro. If I prophane with my vnworthieff hand, 

This holy forinc.the gentle fin is this, 

My lips two blufhing Py lgrims did readie ftatfd , 

T o fraoothe that rough touch with a tender kis. 

7«.Good Pilgrim you do wrog your had too much 
Which mannerly deuoeion fhovves in this. 

For faints hauehands, that Pilgrims hands, do tuch, 
Andpalmc to palmc is holy Palmers kis. 

%o. Haue not Saints lips and holy Palmers too? 
Inti. I Pilgrim, lipsthat they muff vfe in praire. 

Rom. O then deare Saint, let lips do what hands do,, 
They pray(grant thou) Mi faith turne to difpaire. 

Ih. Saints do not moue,thogh grant for praiers fake. . 
Ro. H hen mouenot while my praiers effe£l 1 take, 
Thus from my lips, by thine tny fin is purgd. 

In. The haue ray lips the fin that they haue tooke. 
%o. Sinfrom my lips, 6 trcfpas fwcetly vrgd; 
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Giuememy finagaine. .» 

lult. YouekiU'ebithbooke. 

Nur. Madam your mother craucs a word with you. 
Ro. What is hermothcr. ? 

Nurf. Marrie Batoheler, 

Her mother is the Lady of the houfc, 

And a good Ladie,anda wife and vertUous, 

I Nurft her daughter that you talkc wit hall: 

I tell you, he that can lay hold of her 
Shall haue the chincks. 

Ro. Is the a Capulet* 

0 deare account / my life is my foes debt. 

Ben, Away begon.thc fport is at the beft. 

Ro. I fo I fearc.the more is my vnreft. 

fa pa. Nay gentlemen prepare not to be gone* 

We haue a trifling foolifh banquet towards: l 

Is it ene fo?why then I thankeyouall. 

1 thanke you honefl gentlemen, good night: 

More torches here, come on,thcn lets to bed. 

Ah firrah.by myiaie it waxes late, 

lie to my reft. 

lull. Come hither Nurfe,what is yond gentleman? 
Nurf. The fonne and heire of old Tybeno. 

Iult. Whats he that now is going out of doore? 
Nur. Marrie that I thiiikc be young Petrucbio. 

Ju. Whats he that follows here that wold not dace? 
Nur. I know not. , 

Iuli. Go aske his name, if he be married. 

My grauc is like to be my Wedding bed. 

Nurf. His name is Romeo, and a Mount ague. 

The onely fonne of your great cnemie. 

Iuli. My onely loue fprung from my onely hate, 
Too earlie fe'ene,vnkno\vne,and knowne too late, 
Prodigious birth of loue it is to mee. 

That l muft loue a loathed enemie. 

Nurf. Whats tis) whats tis 



offymeo and Juliet, 

Tm. A rime I learnt euen now 
Of one 1 danft witnall. 

One cal< within Iuliet, 

, Nurf. Anon, anon: 

Come lets away,thc ftrangers all are gone. 



Exeunti 



Chorus. f ,■ 

Now' old defire doth in his deathbed lie, 

And young afFeft ion gapes to be his heire. 

That faire for which loue gronde for and would die. 

With tender Iuliet match, is now not faire. 

Now Romeo is beloued,and loues againe. 

Alike bewitched by thecharme oflookes: 

But to his foe fuppold he muft complaine, 

A n J (he fteale loues fweete bait from fearful hookes? 

Being held a foe, he may not haue accede 
To brcathefuch vowes as louets vfc to fweare. 

And (he as much in-loue,her meanes much leftc. 

To ineetc her new belpued any where: 

But paflion lends them power,tiroe meanes to meetf, 
Temprmg extremities with extreeme fweete. 

Enter Romeo alone. 

Ro, Can I go forward when my heart is here, 

T urnc backe du'l earth and find thy Center out. 

Enter Benuoho with Mercutio. 

Ben. Romeo, my Cofen Romeo, Romeo. . 

Mer. Heiswiie,andonmy life hath ftolne him home tobed. 
Ben. He ran this way and lcaptthis Orchard wall. 

Call good (JMercutio : 

Nay Ilecomuretoo. 

Mer. humours, madman, paflion loner,. 

Appeare thou in the likenefte of a figh, 

Sj eake bur on rime and I am fatisfied: 

Crie but ay me,prouaunt, but loue and day, 

S peake to my gofhip Venus one faite word. 

One nickname for her purblind fonne and her, 
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Young nAbraham : Cupid he thntfhotfbtruc, 

When King Cophetnalou’d the begger mayd. 

He hearcth nor, he ftiri eth nor, he raoueth not, 

The A pe is deadend I muft coniure him. 

I coniure thee by Rofaltna bright eyes, 

By her high forehead, and her Scarlet lip* 

By her fine fbot,ftraight leg, and qu'mering thigh* 

And the demeanes,thanhcre adiacent lie, ? 1 
Thatinthy likenciTethou appearetovs. ' ,, - i 

"Ben. A nd ifhe heare thee thou wiltahger him.’ 

C JMer. This cannot anger him,twould anger him 
To raife afpirit in his miftreffe circle, 5 

Of fomeftrangen.uuredettirigif there ftand ■ 

Till fhe had laid it,and ooniuie'd it^owficj T 
Thatvverefonie fpighr. ; v ' 1 w 1 

My invocation is faire & honeft, in his rhiftres name, 

I coniure onely blit to raife vj^hitri. 7 " 

Ben. Come, he hath hid himfelfe among thefe trees 1 
To be consorted with the humeious: night: w. t nt ;■ ir. ns 

Blind is his lbue, and beft beBt'jt'hc^atke; • ; 

Mar. Iflouc be blfn^l»ue 1 eiftttib't bit-the^tteke* 1 - A 
Now willhefitvnderaMedicrfreej ’ , .. 

And wifh his miff re fie were that kind of finite, 
AsmaidcscallMedlefSj'Ah'-'iithcy laugh alone^ 

O Borneo that Hie wcrc>b dwi iliS wcre' 

J^n open, or thou a Pogftnl^eafe: • 

komeo edo‘<faighr,ilctcW!^tyuck!e bfed* 

This fie'd-bed is tdo t'ol-d for me to fli-epe, 

Come fhall wego. ? 

Ben. Go then, for tis in vaine to feeke him here 
That meanes netto be fodhcl 
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&f^omeomdMlet 

That thou her maide art far more faire then fhe* s : 

Be not her maide fince fhe is enoious, 

Her veftall liuery is but ficke and greenc. 

And none but fboles do weare it, calf it off: 

It is my L 3 dv,oit ismy lone, « that fhe knew fhe wer> 
She fpeakesjyet (he faies nothing, what of that? 

Her eye difcourfes,! will anfwere it: 

I am too bold, tis not to me (he fpeakes: 

Two of the faired flarres in all the heauen, . 
Hauingfome bufinestoentreate her eyes, 
Totwinckle in their fpheres till they returne. 

What lfher eyes wete there, they in herhead, 

The brightrfefle of her cheek wold fhame thofe ftars# 
As day-light doth a lampe,her eye in heauen, 

Would through.the.ayrie region ftreame fo bright. 
That birds would fing, and thinke it were not night: 
See how fhe leanes her cheeke vpon her hand. 

O that I were a gloue vpon that hand. 

That 1 might touch that cheeke. 

/». Ay me. 

%o. She fpeakes. 

Oh fpeake again'c bright Angcl,for thou ar€ 

As glorious to this night being ore my head. 

As is a winged meffenger of heauen 
Vnto the white vpturned wondring eyes. 

Of mortalls that fall backc to gaze on him, 

When he beftridcs the lazie puffing Cloudes, 

And fayles vpon the bofome of the ayre. 

lull. O Romeo, Romeo, wherefore art thou Romeo? 
Denie thy father and rcfufe thy name: 

Or if thou wilt not, be but fworne my loue, 

And ile no longer be a Capu/et. 

Ro. Shall I heare mare, or Or all 1 f peake at this! 

In. Tis but thy name that is my enemie: 

Thou art thy felfc, though not a Momtague , 

Whats cPHomtagne i it is nor hand nor foote, 
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■^Jor ar me nor face, 6 be fome other name 

Belonging to a man. / . 

Whats in a name that which we call a rofe. 

By any other word would finell asf/vcete. 

So Romeo would wcne he not Romeo cald, 

Retaine that deare perfeftion which heowes. 
Without that ty tic, if omeo doffe thy name. 

And for thy name which is no part of thee, 
Takeallmyfelfe. 

%o. I take thee at thy word: 

Call me but loue, and lie be newbaptizde, 
Henceforth I neucr will be Romeo. 

lull , What man art thou , that thus befehreend int 
Softumblefton mycounfellf (night 

%o. By a name,-! know not how to tell thee who I 
My name deare fame, is hateful 1 to my felfe, ( am : 
Becauf: it is an enemie ro thee, 

Had lit written, 1 wou’d tearethe word.. 

lull. My eaies haue yet not drunk a hundred word* 
Of thy tongus wtering,yct 1 know the found. 

At t thou not Romeo, an d a M ountague? 

%o. Neither faire maide,if either theediflike; 
lull. How earned thou hither.tel me, and w herforcl 
The Orchard walls are high and hard to climbe. 

And the'pbce death, coniidering who thou art, 

Tf any of my kifmen find thee here. 

Ro. With loucs light wings did I orcpearch thefe 
"For ftonielimits cannot hold loue out, (walls*. 

And what loue can do, that dares loue attempt : 
Therefore thy kinfmen are no (fop to me. 

In. If they co fee thee, they will murther thee, g 
Re. Alack there lies more pcrill in thine eye, 
Then twentte eft their fwords,looke thou but fweetc, 
• And l am proofe againft their enmitie. 

luli,. I would not for the world they faw thee here# 




of %omeo and Juliet. 

Ro. I haue nights cloake to hide me fro their eicsi 
And but thou loue me,let them finde me here, 

My life were better ended by their hate, 

Then death proroged wanting of thy loue. 

Ju. By whole direction found!! thou out this place? 

%o. By loue that firlt did promp me to enquire. 

He lent me counfell, and I lent him eyes: 

I am no Pylar,yct wert thou as farre 
Asthatvaft fhore wafheth with thefartheft fca, 

I Ihould aduenture for fuch marchandife. 

Iu. Thou knoweft the mask of night is on my face*, 

Fife would a maiden blufh bepaint my cheeke, 

For that which thou haft heard mefpeake to night, 

Faine would I dwell on forme,faine,faine,dcnic 
What I haue fpoke, but farwell complement. 

Doeft thou loue me?I know thou wilt fay I : 

And l will take thy word, yet if thou fwearft. 

Thou maieft prouc falfc at louers periuries. 

They fay loue laughes.oh gentle Romeo, 

Ifthoudoft loue, pronounce it faithfully: 

Or if thou thinkeft I am too quickly wonne, 

Ilefrowneand bcperucrfc,and fay thee nay. 

So thou wilt wooe,but elfe not for the world* 

In truth faire C Montague I am too fond: 

And therefore thou maieft think my behauior light,. 

But truft me gentleman, ile prouc more true, 

Then thofe that haue coyirigtobc ftrangc, 

I Ihould haue bene more ftrangc, I muft confeflfe. 

But that thou ouerheardft ere 1 was w arc, 

My truloucpallion, therefore pardon me. 

And not impute this yeelding to light loue* 

Which the darke night hath fo difeouered. 

Ro. Lady, by yonder blcftcd Moonc I vow* 

That tips with filuet al l thefe frute tree tops. 

Iu. O f.vear not by the moone th’tnconftant moon?. 

That monethly changes in her circle orbe* 

i $ JLcafF 
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Lead that thy loti* proue likewise variable. 

Ro. What fhallifweare fey? -r-t.-JO 

In. Do not fwearc at all: 

Or if thou wilt,fwcar e by thy gracious felfc, 

"Which is the god of ray Idolatrie, 

And Ilebeleeuethee. 

%o. If my hearts deareloue. 

In. Well do not fwearc, although I ioy in thee J 
I haue no ioy oftbiscontrad tonight. 

It is too ralh,too vnaduifd,too fudden, 

Too like the lightning whiclvdoth ceafe to bee. 

Ere one can fay , it lightcns.fweete goodnight: 

This bud of loue by Sommers ripening breath, 
jVlay prouc a bewtious floure wlien next we meete, 
Goodnight, goodnight, as fweete repofe and reft, 
Come to thy heart, as that within my breft. 

%o. O wilt thou leaue me fovnfatisfied? 

Iuli. What fatisfatt ion canft thou haue to night? 
to.Th’exchange of thy loues faithful vow for mine. 
In. Igaue thee mine before thou didftrequeft it: 
Andyet I would it were to giue againe. 

Ro. Woldft thou withdrawn, for what purpofe loue? 
Jn. But to be franke and giue it thee againe, 

And yet I wilh but for the thing 1 haue. 

My bountte is as boundleffe as the fea, 

My loue as deepe,the more I giue to thee 
The more 1 haue,fctboth are infinite: 

3 heare fome noyfe within, deare loue adue: 

Anon good nurfeTweete Momtague be true: 

Stay but a little,! will come againe. 

Ro. O bleffed blelTed night, I am afeard r 

Being in night, all this is but a dreame, 

Too flattering fweete to be fubftantiall. 

/a.Three words deare Romeo, goodnight indeed, 
If that thy bent of loue be honourable, 

Thy purpofe marriage/endme word to morrow, 




andluliet. 

By one that ile procure to come to thee, \ 

Where and what time thou wilt performc the right, 

And all my fortunes at thy foote ile lay. 

And follow thee my L. throughout the world. Madam 
I come, anon : but if thou meaneft not well, - : 1 

Idobefeechthee(by andby I come) ■ ' Madam. 

To ceafe thy ftrife jnd leaue me to my griefe, 1 
To morrow will I fend. 

Ro. So tin iue my foule. 

Iu. A thoufand times goodnight. 

Ro. A thoufand times the worfe to want thy light, 

Loue goes toward lone as fchoolcboyes from their bookes}. 
But loue flora loue, toward fchoole with hcauic lookcs*- 
, - lEhter Juliet againe. ■ 

lull. Hift Romeo hi ft,i> for a falkners voyce. 

To lure thisTaflel gentle back againe. 

Bondage is hoarfe, and may not fpeake aloude, 

Elfe would I teare the Caue where Eeohb : a :• 1^.; 1 
And make hef ay tie tongue more hoarfe, then 
With repefitipnWmy Romeo. 

%o. It is my foule that calls vpon my name. . 

How filuer fweete,found louers tongues by night. 

Like fofteft muficke to attending earcs. 

In. Romeo. 

Ro. MyNeece. 

Id. What a cldcke to morrow - is : : • i a b ■ . 

Shall I fend to thee? c ? ’ • ■ j ■ : < !o , : ■[: : 1 •; [; . . 

Ro. By the home of nine;. 

Iu. I will not fade, tistwenticyearetUl then, thfls >-:i 
Ihaucforgot why I did call thee backc. . .r ...uii. ! 

Ro. Let me ftandheretill'thou remember it.- . if 

Iu. I Ihal! forget tohaue thee ftilf ftatld there,. ; i 

Remembringhowllouethycompaniepr v.;. ’•* • 

Ro. Andlleftillftay,tohaue thee ftill forger, . 
Forgetting any other home but this. 

Iu. Tis afmoft morning,! would haue thee gone,. 

And yet no farther then a wantons bird*, Tlia 
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The mofi lamentable Trdgedk 

THatlctuthopa lit’etfom hishand, 

Like a poorc prifoncrtn his twifted giues. 

And wt-h a filkenthreed, plucks it backc 
So louing Iealous of his libemc. 

Ro, I would I were thy bud. 

/». Sweetefowouldl, 

Yet I fhould kill thee with much- cheriimng: 

Good nighr, good flight. v 

Parting is fuch fAceteforroiv, 

That 1 (ball fay good night&Hitbe morrow*- « 

In. Sleep dwelvpon thine eyes .peace in thy breaft. 

Ro. Would Ewere fltepe and peace lofwect to reft 

The <n«yeyde mornefmiles ont-he frowning night. 

Checkring the Eafterne Cloudswithftreaksof light. 

And darknefle fleckted like a drunkard reeles* • 

From forth daies pathway, made by Tytant wheeles. 

Hence will I to my ghoftly Frier - dole cell. 

His helpe to crane, and roy dcare hap to tell. - . 

Enter Trier alone with a basket. , (night* 

Yti, The grey-eyed mftrncfrtnl^s on tn$ frowning 
Checking the Eafterne clowdes with ftreaks.of light: 
Andfieckeld darknefte like a drunkard reeles, r 
From forth dates path, and Tttms burning wheeles: 

Now ere the fun aduance his burning eie, 

The day to cheere* and nights dancke dewe to cjriCj 
I muft vpfill this ofier cage of out s, , 

With balefull weedes,and precious iuyeed flowcts f 
The earth that’s natures mother is her tombe* 

W hat is her bury ing graue, that is her vvombe: , .* t ; 

And from her wombe children o£diue» skinde> n i *>J 

We fucking on her naturall bofomc finde i 
Many for many,vertues excellent : 

None but for fomc>*ndyet all different. 

O mickle is the powerful! grace ih&iies 
In Plants, hearbc$,(tonc$>and their true qualities « . . * ^ 

. % ' L \ ud . Jiojniw ;• i7i ' . wi on "37 bft# 
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of Borneo and Juliet. 

For nought Co vile, that on theeaich doth Hue, 

But to the eai th fome fpeciall good doth giue: 
Jsforcu^htfo good but ftraind iromthat fane ylc* 
Reuo!ts°fiom true bit th, {tumbling on abufe. 
Vcrtueit felfe turnes vice being mifapplied, 

Arid vice fometime by aciion dignified. 

Sitter Romeo. 

Within the infant litic’e of this wenke flower 
Po> fon hath refidcnce, and medicine power: 

For this being fmelt with that part, cheats each part, 
Being rafted, ftaies all fences with the hart. 

Twofiich oppofed Kings encamp them fliH* 

In man as vycll as hearbesjgrace and rude will. 

And where the worfer is predominant, 

Fu'lfoone rheCanker death cates vp that Plant. 

Ro. Goodmorrow father. 

Fri. Benedicitie. 

What early tongue fo fvveete faluteth me? 

Young fonne,it argues a diftempered hed. 

So foone to bid gpodmorrow to thy bed: 

Care keepo his watch in euery old mans eye. 

And where care lodges, fltepe will neucr ly es 
But where vnbrufed youth with vnftuft braine . 
Doth couch his lims : there golden fleepe doth raigne. 
Therefore thy carjmefle doth meaflure. 

Thou art vproufd with forhe diftemprature: 

Or ifnot fb, then here I hit it right. 

Our Romeo hath not bene in bed to ni°ht. 

Ro. That laft is true, the tweeter reft w as mine, 
Fri. God pardon fin, waft th«u with Rofahnel 
%o. With Rojaline, my ghoftly father no, 

I haue forgot that name, and tha t names wo. 
Frj.Thars my good fon,but vvher haft thou Din the? 
Ro. Betelltlieeerethouaskeitmeagcn: t 

I haue bene fcafting with mine enemie, 

■Where on a hidden one hath wounded met 

■ ■ E 



The mofl lamentable Tragedk 

Thats by me wounded both, our remedies 
Within thy helpe and holy phifickc lies: 

I beare no hatred blelTcd man: for loe 
My intcrccflion likewife (leads my foe. 

Fri. Be plame good fonne and homely in thy drifts 
Ridling confeflion,findes butridlmg (hrift. 

Ro. Then plainly kno w my harts deare loue is fet 
On the faire daughter of rich Capulet: 

A s mine on hcrs,fo hers is fet on mine. 

And all combind/aue what thou muft combine 
By holy marriage, when and where, and how. 

We met, we woocd,and made exchange of vow : 

He tell thee as we pafle ; but this I pray. 

That thou confent to marrie vs to day. 

Fri* Holy S. Framcis what a change is here? 

Is RoJ, aline that thou didftlouefo deare, 

So foone forfaken? yonng mens loue then lies 
Not truly in theit hearts, but in their eies, 

Iefu Marii>\xhat a dcale of brine 

Hath wa flit thy (allow cheekes for 'Rofahne? 

How much fait water throwne away in wafle, 

To feafon loue, that of it doth not taftc. 

The Sun not yet thy fighes,from heauen cleares 
Thy old grones yet ringing in mine auncient earest 
Lo here vpon thy cheekc the ftatne doth fit. 

Of an old teare that is not waflit offy ct. 

If ere thou waft thy felfe.and thefe woes thine. 

Thou and thefe woes were all for %ofahne . 

And art thou chang'd, pronounce this fentence then. 

Women may fall, when thcres no ftrength in men. 

Ro. T houchidft me oft for louing Rofaline . 

Fri. For doting, not for louing pupill mine., 

Ro. And badft me burie loue. 

Fri. Notinagraue,, 

To lay one in an other out tohaue, 

%o. I pray thee shidc me not, her I loue now. 

Doth 
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of Borneo andluliet 

X 5 oth grace for grace, and loue for loue allows 
The other did notfo. 

Fri. O (he, knew well. 

Thy loue did rcade bv rote, that could not (pell: 

But come young wauerer.comc go with me. 

In one refpett ilc thy afliftant be : 

For this alliance may fo happie proue. 

To turne your houlholds rancor to pure loue, 

Ro. Diet vshence,lftandonfuddenhaft. 

Fri. Wifely and flow, they (tumble that run faft. 

Enter Benuolio Mercutio. 

CWer. Where the deulc fliould this Romo be ?came hee not 
home to night# 

'Ben. Not to his fathers, Ifjpoke with his man. 

Mer. Why that fame pale hard hearted wench,that Rofame s 

Torments him (b, that he will fure run mad. 

Ben. Ttbaltjthc kifman to old Capnletfaxh. fent a lcter to ha 
fathers houfe. 

Mer. A challenge on my life. 

Ben. Romeo willanfwercit. 

UWtr. Any man that can write may anfwcre a letter. 

Ben. Nay, he wil anfwcre the letters maifter how he dare$,bc« 
ing dared. 

CMercti. Alas poore Romeo , he is alreadie dead, ftabd with a 
white wenches blacke ey e , runne through the care with a loue 
fong , the very pinne of his heart , cleft with the blinde 
bowe-boyes but-ihaft , and is hec a man to encounter Tj* 

bait? 

%o. W hy what is Tybalti 

Mer. More then Prince of Cats. Oh hees the courageous 
captain of Complements:!) e fights as you fing prickfong,keeps 
time,diftance Sc proportion, he rcfts,his minum refts, one two* 
and the third in your bofome : the very butcher of a filke but- 
ton, a dualift a-dualift, a gentleman of the very firft houfe of the 

£ 2 foil 
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The moft lamentable Tragedle 

firfl: and fecondcaufc, ah the immoi tall Paflado,the Panto re- 
uerfo,thc Hay. 

'Ben. The what? 

Mer. The Pox of fuch antique lifping affefting phanracies, 
thefenevv tuners of accent : by lefu a very good blade, a very 
tall man, a vej y good whore. Why is not this a lametable thing 
graundAr, that we fhculd.be thus afflifted withthefeftraungc 
flies: thefe fa fhion- mongers, ihefe pardons mees, who ftand fo 
much on the new forme,, that they cannot fit at eafe on the old 
bench.O their bone, their bones. 

Enter \\om:o. 

Ben. Here Comes /fowftffliere.comes 

eJAler. Without his Roe, like a dried Bering, Oflefh.fiefti, 
how art rhou f fliified ? now is he for the numbe rs that Petrach 
flowed in : Laura to his Lady , was akitchin wench, marrie^ 
fhe had a better 1 me to berime her : Dido a dowdie , Cleopatra 
aGipfie,He//e«andHer<^hildirigsand harlots : Tbisbte a grey 
eye or fo,but not to the purpofe. Sjgnior Romeo ,Boniew, theres 
a French falusation to your French flop : you gauc vs the coun- 
terfeit fairly I a ft night- 

Ro. Goodmorrowtoycuboth, what counterfeit dldlgiug 

y ° U3 *. / 

Mer. The flip fir, the flip, can you notconceiuef 

Ro. Pardon good Mcrcutio , mv bufinefle was great, and in 
fuch a cafe as mine, a man may ftraine curcelle. 

Mer. Thats as much as to fay, fuch a cafe asyours,conftrain* 
a man to bow in the hams. 

Bo. Meaning to cur Ac. 

Mer. Thou haft moft kindly hit it. 

Ro. A moflcurtuousexpofltion. 

Mer. Nay 1 am the very pinck of curtefie. 

Ro. Pmck for flower. 

Mer. Right. 

Ro. Why then is my pump well flowerd. 

Mer. Sure wit follow me this ieaft, now till thou haft worne 
out thy p6mp,that when the Angle foie of iris worne , theicall 
may remaine after the wearing, foly Angular, 
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of Borneo and Juliet. \ 

Ro O fin gle fold : ieaft, folie Angular for the finglencfte. 

t Mer. Come betvveene vs good Bemto/io, my wits faints: 

% 0 . Swits and fours, fvvits and fpurres,or ile trie a match. 

CyJ ler. Nay, if our wits run the wildgoo'e chafe, I am clone: 
For thou haft more of the w ildgoofe in one of thy wits, then I 
am fure I iiaue in my. is hole fiue. Was I with you there for the 
goofef 

%o. Thou waft neuer with me for any thing,wlienthou waft 
not there for rh * goofe. 

Mer. 1 will bite thee by the eare for that icaft. 

Rom. Nay good goofe bite not. 

Mer.Thy wit is a very bitter (Veering, it is a moft fharp fawce. 

Rom. Andisitnotthen well feru’d in to afwcetegoofc^ 

iJAter. Oh heres a wit of Cheuerell , that ftretches from an 
ynch narrow, to an ell broad. 

Ro. I ftretch it out for that word broad, which added to the 
goofe, proues thee farre and wide a broad goofe. 

Mer. Why is not this better now then groning for louemow 
art thou fociable,now art thou Romeo : now art thou what thou 
att, by art as well as by nature , forthis driuelingloueis likea 
great natural! that runs lolling vp and downe to hide his bablc 
inahole. 

"Be'n. Stop thcre,ftop there. 

t Mer. Thou defireft me to ftopin my taleagainft the hairc. 

Ben . Thou wouldft elle hauc made thy tale large. 

Mer. Othou as t deceiu’djl would haue made it fhort, for I 
was come to the whole depth of my talc , and meant indeed to 
occupie the argument: no longer. 

Ro. Heeres goodly geare. • Enter Nurfe and her mem, 
Afaylc,afayle. 

Mer. T wo two, a fhert and a fmockc. 

Nur. ‘Beter: 

Reter. Anon, "... .- . .. . ... 

JN ur. My fan Peter . 

j Mer. Good Peter to hide her face, for her fans the fairer face. 

iV«r } Godyegcodmorrow Gentlemen. 

E 3 Mer. God 
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Mir. God ye goodden fairc gentlewoman. 

Ntir. Is it good den? 

Mer. Tis no IcfTe I tell yce,foxthe bawdie hand of the dya!, 
is now vpon the prick of noone. 

Nur. Oat vpon you, w hat a man arc you? 

Ro. One gentl ewoman,that God hath madejhimfelf to mar. 
Nur. By my troth it is well faid>for himfelfe to mar quoth a ? 
Getlemc ca any of you tel me wherl may find the yon^Roweo\ 
Ro. I can tell you, but young Romeo will be older when you 
haue found him, then he was when you fought him : I am the 
youngeft of that name, for fault of a worfe. 

Nur. You fay well- 

Mer. Yea. is the word wel,very wcl took.ifaith, wifely, wifely, 
Nur. If you be he fir, I defire fome confidence with you. 
Ren. She will endite him to fomc fupper. 

Meu A baud, a baud, a baud. So ho. 

Ro. What haft thou found? 

Mer.t^o harefir,vnlefteaharefirinalenten pie,thathfome« 
ehing ftalc and hoare ere it be fpent. 

An old hare hoare, and an old hare hoare is very good mcatcin 
lent. 

But a hare that is horc,is too much for a fcorc,whcnit horcscre 
it be fpent. 

Romeo, m\\ you come to your fathers? wcele to dinner thither. 
Ro. I will follow you. 

C Mer. Farewell auncient Lady, farewell Lady, Lady, Lady; 

Exeunt. 

Nur. I pray you fir, what faweie merchant was this that was 
fo full of his roperie? 

Ro. A gentleman Nutfe, that loues to heare himfelfe talke, 
andwillfpeakemoreina minute, then hec wiliftand too in a 
moneth. 

Nur. And a fpcake any thing againft me, lie take him downe, 
and a werelufticrthenheis , and t wen tic luch lacks: and if I 
cannot, i'e finde thofe that fhall : fcuriiie knaue, I am none 
of his Suit gills. I am none of his skaines mates, and thou muft 
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Hand by too and fuffer euery knaue to vfe ms at his plea* 
fure* 

Pet. I faw no man vfe you at his plcafurerif I hid, my weapon 
ftiuld quickly haue bin out : I warrantyoujdaredrawaftbone 
as an other man,if I fee oceafion inagoodquarel,& the law on 
®y fide. 

Nur. Now afore God, I am fo vext,that euery part about me 
quiuers, skuruie knaue : pray you fir a word : and as I told you, 
mv young Lady bid me enquire you out, what fhe bid me fay, I 
will keepe to my fclfeibut fiift let me tell ye, if ye ftiould lcade 
Kerinaroolesparadife,astheyfay,itwerea verygrofle kind of 
behauior as they fay: for the Gentlewoman is yong: and there- 
fore, if you fhofflddcale double with her, truly it were an ill 
thing to be offred to any Gentlewoman,and very wcakc dea- 
ling. 

Rom. Nurfe, commend me to thy Lady and MiftrcfleJ pro- 
teftvnto thee. 

Nur.G ood heart, and yfaith I wil tclhcr as much:Lord,Lordj, 
fhe will be a ioyfull woman. 

Ro, What wile thou tell her Nurfc? thou dooeft not raarke 
me? 

Nur. I will tell her fir, that you do proteft, which as I take it, 
is a gentlemanlike offer. 

•fo-Bid her deuife fome means to come to fhrift this afternoon,. 
And there (he fhall at Frier Lawrence Cell 
Be fhrieued and married: here is for thy paines, 

Nur. No truly fir not a penny,. 

Ro. Go too, I fay you (ball. 

Nur. This afternoonc fir, well fhe fhall be there. 

Ro. And ftay good Nurfc behinde the Abbey wall;, 

Within this houre my man {hall be with thec, 

And bring thee cordes made like a tackled ftayre. 

Which to the high topgallant of my ioy, 

Muft be my conuoy in the fecret night. 

Farewell be truftie,and ile quit thy paines : 

Earewel, commend me to thy MiftrelTe.. 



JNur, Now 
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The mojl lamentable Tragedle 

Nar. Now God in heauen ble'Tc thee, baikeyoufir. 

Ro. What faift thou my deare Nurfe. ? 

Nar. Is your mmfecret.dtd y ou n ere here fay,two may keep 
counfell putting one awav. 

Ro, VVarrant thee my mans as true as Iteele. 

Nar. Weil fir, my Miftrcfleis the fweeteft Lady, Lord, Lord, 
when twas a litle prating thing. O there is a Noble man in town 
one Paris, that would fame lay knife aboord: but fhe good loule 
had as lecue fee a tode,a very tode as fee him : i anger her fome- 
times, and tell her that Pam i s the properer man,but lie warrant 
you, when I fay fo,fhe lookes as pale as any clout in the verfall 
world, doth nocRofemaric and Romeo begi^ botii with a let- 
Ccrf f 

Ro. I Nurfe,whatofthat. ? Both with an 

Nar. A mocker chats the dog, name R. is for the no, I know 
it begins with fome other letter , and fhe hath the p: etiefi fen- 
tenuous of it, of you and Rofemaiie,thatit woulddo you good 
toheareit. 

Ro. Commend me to thy Lady, 

Nar. I a thoufand times Peter . 

‘Ret. Anon. 

Nar. Before and apace. • , , 

Extt, 



Enter Iuliet. 

Ja. The clocke fttooke nine when I did fend the Nui fc, 
In halfe an houre fhe promifed to returne. 

Perchance flic cannot meete him.thats not fo: 

Oh fhe is lrmejoues heraulds fhould be thoughts. 

Which ten t imes fatter glides then the Sum beames, 
Driuingbacke fhadowes ouer lowringhills. 

Therefore do nimble piniond doues draw louc. 

And therefore hath the wind fwife Capid wings: 

Now is the Sun vpon the bighmoft hill, 

Of this dayes iourney ,and from nine till twelue, 

Is there long houres,yet fire is not come, 

{lad fhe attentions and wat tnc youthfullbloud, 
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She would be as fwift in motion as a ball, 

JMy words would bandie her to ray fwcete louff. 

M. And his to me, but old folks, many, fain as they wer dead* 
Vnwicldic,flowc,heauicr,apd paleaslwd.n,.: 

L . i ExterNurfi, 

OGod fhe comes,'6hony Nurfe what newes? 

Haft thou met with him ? ferid tby man away. 

Nar. PetepQ. ayatthegate. , 

. la. Now good fwcete Nurfe, O Lord, why looked thou fad# 
Though newes be fad, yet tell them merily. 

If good, thou ftiamcft the muficke of fweete newes, 

By playing it to me, with fo fower a face. 

Nar. Iamaweaiie,giuemeleaueawhilc, 

Fiehow my bones ake,what a iaunce haue I? 

la. I would thou hadft my bones, and I thy newest 
Nay come I pray thee fpeake,good good Nurfe fpcakCo 
Nar. Icfu what hafte,can you not ftay a while# 

Do you not fee that I am out of breath# 

/«. How art thou cut ofbreath,whcn thou haft breads 

To fay tomc,that thou ait out of breath# 

The cxcufc that thou doeft make in this delay, 

Is longer then the tale thou doeft cxcufe. 

Is thy newes good or bad# anfwerc to that. 

Say either, and ileftay thecircumftance; 

Let me be fatisfied,ift good or bad? 

Nar. Welbyou haue made a Ample choyfe , you know noe 
how to chufe a man : “Romeo, no not he though his face be bet- 
ter then any mans, yet his leg excels all mens, and for a hand 
and a foote and a body,though they be not to be talkton , yet 
they arc part compare : he is not theflower ofeurtefie , butile 
warrant him, as gentle as a lamme : go thy wayes wench , feme 
God. What haue you dindeat home # 
la. No,no.But all this did I know before. 

Wfliatfayes he ofour marriage, what of that? 

Nar. Lord how my head akes,what a head haue I# 

3s beates as it would fallen twentiepeeces, L 
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My backs tother fide.amy backe,mv bafcice: 

Befhrewe your heart forfendingtrie about 
'jo catch my death with iaunfing vpaftd downe. 

lu. 1 faith I am forrie that thou art B* t well- ;•»« f 

Sweete,fwcete,fwectc Nurfe,tcH me what fay es my loue? 

Nttr. Your loue fay es hke an horicft gentleman, 

An a Courteous, and a kinde,and a handforoc, 

And I warrant a vertuou , where is vour mother? f - _ 

Ih . Where is my mother, why fhe is within, wher fliuld incut j 
How odly thou r eplieft : - ( 

Your loue faycs like an honeft gentleman, ; 

Where is your mother? 

Nur. OGodskdydcare r ' 

Arc you fo hot.tnarriecomc vp I trow, 

Is this the potrltfc for my aking bones: 

Henceforward do your melfagcs your fclfe. 
jtt. Heres fuch a eoylc,come what flics %omeo ? 

Nur. Hauc you got leauc to go to fttrift to day? 

2 h \ Ihairev 

JVar.Then high you hence to Frier Lawrence Cell,. 

There ftay es a husband to make you a wife: 

Now comes the wanton blond vp in y our checks 5, 

Theilebe in fcarlet ftraightar any newest: 

Hie you to Church,! muff an other, way, 

To fetch a Ladder by the which your loue 
Muficlimbe a birds neafl foonewhen itisdaikc, 

3 am thedmdgc,and tovleinyoui delight:. ^ 

But you fhalLbeare the burthen foone at night. 

«G '0 ile to dinner, hie you to the Cell.:, 

Mi. Hie tohighfortune,honeft Nurfe farewell. 

Exeunt, 

Enter Frier and Romeo. 

Fri. So ftnilexhe heauens vpon this holy aft, 

That after houres,withfotrow chide vs not. 

Ro. Amen, amen,Butcome what farrow can, 
vltcannotcountetuatlertlieeKchamge oltoy 

‘ T6» 



of (Romeo and Wet, 

That one fhortr minute giues me in her light! 

Do thou but clofpour hands with holy tvm ds, 

Then loue- deuou.ing deathdo what he date, 

Ir is mouy h 1 may but call her mine. 

Fn. Thefe violent delights haue violent endes, 
And in their triumph didike fier and po wder : - 

Which ’as they kille confumc. The fweeteu honey 
JsJpathfoaie in hisowne dciicioufnefle, 

A nd in the radeconfoundes the appetite. 

Therefore loue moderate!) , long loue doth fo, 

Too Lv ift aniue s,as tardic as tooflowe. 

Enter\vX\zt* 

Here comes the Lady, Oh fo light a foote 
WtH nere weare out the euerlafting flint, 

A lou r may bcftridc the gbflamours. 

That > deles in the wanton fommer ayre, 

And yet not fall.fo light is va nitie. 
la. Good cucn to myghoftly confeflor. 

Fri. Romeo fhall thanke thee daughter for vs bott* t 
lu. As much ro hun.elfe is Ills thankes too much* 
Ro. Ah Juliet, if the meafure of thy ioy 
Be heapt like mine,and that thy skill be more 
To blafon it, then f.veeten with thy breath 
This neighbour a> re and let rich muficke tongue, 
Vnfold the imigind happines that both 
Rcceiue in either,by this dcarc encounter. 

Ih. Conceit more rich ip matter then in wotdsj 

Brags of his fubftance.not ofornament, 

They are but beggei f that can count their worth, 
But my ttue loue is growne to fuch cxccfTe, 

I cannot futtvvpfum of halfe my wealth. 

Fri. Come, come with me, and we will makefhorf 
For by your Icaues,) ou fhall not ftay alone, (workCe 
Till holy Church incoi pome two in one. 






quarter, 
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The moftlamentahle Trdgedk 

Enter Mercutio,B enuolio,<«»d men-. •. »7 

Ben. I pray thee good Mer cutis lets retire* 

“The day is hot, the Capel 1 abroad : 

And if we naeete we lhall not fcape a brat*. 

<daic$,i« the road. bloodftirring. 

Mer. Thou art like one of thefe fellows, m<u wucji n C enters 
the confines ofaTaucrne, claps me his fword vpon the table 
and fayes, God fend me no need of thee : and ’by the operation 
of the iecond cup, draws him on the drawer, when indeed there 
is no need. 

Ben. Am I like fuch a fellow? 

< JMer . Come, come, thou art as hot a Iacke in thy moode aj 
any in halie : and afToone moucd to be moodic , and aflbon® 
snoodie to be moued. 

Ben. And what too? 

Mer. Nay and there were two fuch , we fhould haue none 
Shortly , for one would kill the other : thou.why thou wilt 
quarell with a man that hath a haire more, or a haire lelle in his 
beard, then thou haft : thou wilt quarell with a man for cracking 
Nuts.hauing no Other reafon.but becaufe thou haft hafel eyes : 
what eye, bur fuch an eye wold fpie out fuCh a quarrelithy head 
isasfullofquarelles, as aneggeisfull of meate, and yet thy 
bead hath bene beaten as addle as an egge for quarelling: thoui 
haft quarcld with a man for coffing in the ftreete , becaufe lree 
hatli wakened thy dogge that hathlaine afleep in the fun.Didft 
fliou not fall out wi: h a tayior for wearing his new doublet be- 
fore Eafter,with an other for tying his new fhooes witholde ri- 
bandiand yet thou wilt turer me from qtiarclliny? 

•' Ben. And I were fo apt to quarell as thbu art, any rt**»l*t 

buy the fee-fimple of my life for an houre and a 

Mer. Thcfee-ftmplcjofimple. 

Enter T ybalt,Petruchio, andothers. • 

Ben. By my head here comes the Capulets,. 

Mer. By rhy hecle I care not. 

1 Tybalt. Follow me clofe, fori 
Ceatleraen^Good den^ word with 



YY offymeo and Juliet. 

Mer. And but one word with one of vs,coupIeit with fome- 
thing, make it a word and a blow'C. 

Tib. Y ou lhall find me apt inough to that fir, and you wil giue 
meoccafion, 

c Menu. Could you not, take fome occafion without gi» 



tsing! 



■■•j n 



Tyb. LMercutio^thon conforteft with Romeo. 

Mer. Confbrt,what doeft thou make vs Minftrelsi and thou 
make Minftrels of vs,looke to hear nothing but difeords: heercs 
my fiddlefticke,hecres that fhall make you daunce:zounds con- 
fort. 

Ben, We talke here in thepublike haunt of men ; =. 

Either withdraw vnto fome priuate place. 

Or reafon coldly of your greeuanecs: 

Or e!fe depart, here all eyes gaze on vs* 

Mer. Mens eyes were made to looke,and let them gaze, 

I will not budge for no mans pleafurc I. 

Enter Romeo. 

Tyb, Well peace be with you fir,here comes my mam 
Mer. Butile behangdfirifhe weare your liuerie: 

Marriego before to field, hecle be your follower, 

- Your worfhip in that lenfe may call him mail* • 

Tyb. Romeo ,t\ie loue I beare thee, can affoord 
No better terme thjen thisitbou art.a villainc. 

Bo. Tybalt, the reafon that I haue to loue thee. 

Doth much excufc the appertaining rage 

To fucha greeting : villainc am I none. , ’ ... 

Therefore farewell, I fee thou knoweft me nor, 

Boy, this lhall not excuft the iniuries 
i hat thou haft done me,tberefbre turne anddraw* 

_ Bo, Jdo proteft Ineueririiuried thee, 

5“/' ^f ^ecbetterthenrhoncanftdeUifcf 
1 ill thou {halt knowrherealbiiofmy laue, . iV > ■ • 

And fo good Capulet, which nameltendeis 
As dearely as mine ownc,befatisficd. 

™ cr ' Ocalnie,dillx)nourable,vilefubmilfionr 

i S ~ ~ Aik 
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The mojl lamentable Tragcdk' 

fyicMlitfidixx'iei ita way » • - . / 

Ttbal f,you ratcatcher, will yotlWalke? 

C Tib* What wouldft thou haue with me? • - -‘y- 

M. Good King of Cats., ncthingbutoneofyoutnineliueti 
tb f- 1 raeane to make bold a ithall , andasyou fhalt vie tnec 
hereafter dne beate the red of the eight. Will you pluck* you* 
{Word out of hispikher by fbe*uretf tnake haUc, leaUrotnebt 
about your ca es ere it be out. 

T tb: Tam for you. 

Rom. Gentle <JMerctttio$ui thy Rapiervp. - 
Mer. Coroe fir, your Paifado. 

Rom, Draw Benuolto,beatc downe their weapon^ < 
Gentlemen, for fiiame forbeare this outrage, 

Ttba.lt S-Merctttto, the Prince exprefly hath 
Forbid this bandying in Verona ftrcctes, 

HoW2>£**,goo<l 'Otterctah, - ,7, *v. ettslvi .• 



*'J 105 



iem 1 



4 vi i*aiKi K>n 



aAway Tybalt. 



: r 



iuni r?u 



defer. Iamhu't. ,r , : ; 

A plague a both houfes,T am fped, • 

1> he gone and hath nothing. 

Ben. What art thou hurt? ■ ' ’ # 

tJVLer I,I,a fcratch.afcratchmarrictisinougn, 

“Where is my Pagefgo villaine,fctcha Surgion. 

Ro. Coui age man^he hurt cannot be much. 

Mer. No us not fo deepe as a well , nor fo wide as a < — 
doorc.but tisinough,twi1lferue:askeformc tomorrow, and yott 
(hall finde roc a graue man. I am peppered I win rant , for this 
world ,a plague a“ both your houfesdounds a dog, a tat, a rnoufe, 
a cat, to (cratch a roan to death: a braggart, a rogue, aviUaine. 
eh rt fights by the book of at ithroatick, why the deulecaiHc yott 
betwectie vs? I was fiuit v^derysootearoie. 

R«. 1 thought all tordudkft. ~ d? i .v t v»v\c. - ■ 

ijWer. Jielpe roe into fctnc houfe 



S & 



Or 





Orl (halt faint, a plague a both yonr hnufcs, mu ri 

They haue made wormesmeateofmei: fj ii-:b •{ti',-7 . ' 

I haue ltyuid foundly, to your houfes. 

Ro. This Gentleman the Princes, peare alicw ?;*• 

My very friend bath got this mortall hart u f 1B , , , : - • V,. 
In my bchalfe, my reputation iWdU* 1 ; •)/■ 

Wnh Tybalts flaundet,7j^4it that an hourc 
Hath bene my Cozen, Ofweete f ,<J o/h\ : 

Thy bewtie hath made me effeminate, 

And in my temper foftned valours ftceJc* vota 

■%’r •’;!•• o-~ ■ y • 7 Srlt vt£erv?W .* ' 

Snttr Benuolio* or: 

...iW . .... ■ till? •o«j'6t*t?r»rT *.>’ ' ’ ’nv 
Ben. O 'RometyRemeeybraue LMercutio Is dead, .ji.,, 
That gallanr fpirit hath afpir ? d th-' Cfowdgs, <A yrb wvi i 3 . 
Which taoimtiracly here did fcorne thcefttch., 7 • 

/fo.Thi s dayes black* fate^n modaies dotfideped, it. 

This but begins, the wo ethersmuft end. 

Ben. Here comes the furious Tybalt backe againe* t . 0 .v! , 
Ro. He gan in triumph and LMerc/dio flaine,, st _ ■ r; > 
Awaytoheauen,Tcfp?'ftueJt?hUiie,, oHw.wW.y. 

And fier trod furieibc my conduit now, i 

Now Tybalt take the villaine backe againe, , i.„ . - . 

That life fhou gaueft me, for Merenttosfouie ... K 
Is but a little way aboue our heads* ^ 5 V . . 1 :v 

Staying fbcabine,tx?ikeepehimicompame: ^.f T , ,j <: 

Either thou ot !,orh^h,mufigPi^ith him. 5 ',!• * iri' t 
Ty . Thou wretched boy that chdft cofort him hete> 

Shalt with him hence; ■ ! . • 

Ro. This (hall determine that. 

TheyFight.%Tfo$\tfalIes* : •••7! 

Ben. Romeo,nviay begone st it > p | • yy-.. 

The Citizens are vp,ano TybabjUaitoCt 

Stand not amazed, the Prince wil dpome thee deaths 

jff thoij art tak en>heiicc bs gone a wayy 
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%p. O I am fortunes fools, 
"Men. Why dofl thou ftay? 



Enter Citizens. 



me 

tff? r*? f ’f %T\ J f\ 

% sf~* * - 

' J *' 

Romeo, ; 



C*«*. \VWcb-way rantoe that kildf M&ctt&l • ‘ .1 
Tybalt that muthercr,'\^ich way rafthc?£ : •** h: /it. ,• ■, ?/J 

i?e«. There lies that Tybalt.' n;iu< r.tvm , :?d ■ ; ; 

C/>;. Vpfir,go withme: 

I chargethcein the Prind*iiki^ky*- >"< ' tiU/ 

Enter Prince, old* Mounta<*iie,Capukt 9 • ; ' 

t^«r ijliM dnd-all. ■■ ■ ' > - - • 

- Pm. Where arc the vile beginners of this hay? 

Ben. O Noble Prince,! call chfeoifei - alia 
The vnluckic mannage of this fatall brail, 

There lies the trnn flaine by young %*mco t 
That flew thy kifmaB/braue ‘Mertutio. ■■■'.-■ s. .. ;r; h 
Capu. Wi. t Tybikwy&Qtii Iff,© my brothers child, rf; V 
i PSnce, O C&£ciii husband, O thefbloiid is fpild r 1 i 

_ ( f my dcare kifman, Prince as thou art true* 

For bloud of ours, (head bloud of Mountague. 

O Cozin,Cozin, : 

Prin. Benuo'ao,vA\o beganthis bloudiefray? ' * /„, . . 
Men.Tybalt here flain,$hofo ! i?«ww' hand did flay* r 'n srA 
Romeo that (poke him faire,bid him bethinke < ' ' C v ' ^ 

How nice the quarelbwas,and vrgd withali 
Your high difpleafurc all thftvttcred, ■ " ' ■ J: - ■‘ i - 

With gentle breath, calm iook,Unees humblyiiowcd ' ; / :? 

Could not take trucewiihtfie^rtlly fpleene -i 

Of Tybalt deafe to peace,buf fchathe tilts 
With piercing fteele at bold Mercntios breafly - . - ■ 

Who all as hot,turnes deadly poynt to |)oynt, . . ; / 

And with a Martiall fcoi;ne,wi«b one hand beates 
Cold death afide^nd with the ocherfends w? •u.-A .r.-A 
Itbacke tolZ7^/r,vvhofedexteiitie^ i’' 1 ' '.^uuOs'll 

Retorts \ifRomeo he Cries aloud, • 1 • -- ^ b 

Hold fricndsjftiendspartjandfwifterihcnhis tongue, 
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Toward* 



of Borneo and lutiet. 

His ao’cd arme beates downe their fatall poynts, 

And twixt them rufhes, vnderneath whofc arme. 

An enuiousthrufl from Tybalt fait the life 
Of flout Adercutio,mi then Tybalt fled, 

But by and by comes backe to "Romeo, 

Who had but newly entertaind rcuenge. 

And too te they go like lightning,for ere I 
Could draw to part them, was flout Tjbad flaine: 

And as he fell, did Romeo turnc and flie, 

This is the truth, or let Benuolio die. 

Cm. Wi. He is a kifman to the CMomtague, 
Affection makes him falfe, he fpeakesnot trues 
Some twentie of them fought in this blackc 
And allthofe twentie could but kill one life, 

I beg foV Iuftice which thou Prince muft giucs 
Romeo flew Tybalt , Romeo muft not liue. 

Prin. T^omeo flew him, he flew Mercutio^ 

Who now the price of his deare bloud doth owe. 

Capu. Not Romeo Prince,hc was M ercutios friend* 
His fault concludes, but what the law flaould end, 

The life of Tybalt. 

Prin . Arid for that offence, 

Immediately we do exile him hence: 

I hauean intereft in your hearts proceeding: 

My bloud for your rude brawles doth lie a bleeding* 
But ile amerce you with fo ftrong a fine. 

That you (hall all repent the lofleofmine# 

It will be deafe to pleading and excufes, 

Nor teares, nor prayers fliall purchafe out abufes* 
Therefore vfe none, let Romeo hence in haft* 
Elfewhen he is found, that houre ishislaft. 

Beare hence this body*and attend our will* 

Mercie but murdcrs,pardoning thofe that kill* 

Exit* 

f Enter Iulict alone. 

p apace^youfierie footed ftcedes$ 

£ !*• 



,1599 UNIVERSITY OF EDINBURGH (De.3.73) OctaVO 



✓ 

*The mft lamentable Trageefte 

Towards Phcebtu lodging, (iich a wagoner 
As Tbaetan would whip you to the weft. 

And bring in clowdie night immediately. 

Spread thy dofecurtaine loue- performing night* 
That runnawayes eyes may wineke,and Thorne* 
Lcape to thefe armcs,vntalkt of and vnfeenc, 

Louers can fee to do their amorous rights. 

And by their owne bewties,or if leue be blind* 

It beft agrees with night, come ciuill night, 
Thoufoberfured matron all in blacke. 

And Icarnc me how to loofc a winning match* 
Plaidefor a pairc offtainlefle maydenhoods. 

Hood my vnmand bloud bayting in my cheekes. 
With thy blacke mantle, til! ftrange loue grow bold, 
Tbinke true loue adred Ample modeftier 
Come night,come Komeoja>vx thou day in night. 
For thou wilt lie vpon the winges of night. 

Whiter then new fnow vpon a Rauens backe: 

Come gentle night, come lotting black browd nighty 
Giucme my %omeo i w\& when! Hull die, 

T ake him and cut him out in little ftar: es, 

And he will make the face of heauen fo fine*. 

That all the world will be in loue with ni»ht* : 

And pay no worfhip to the ganfh Sun. ° 

O I haue bought the manfion ofa loue. 

But not poO it, and though I am fold. 

Not yet enioyd,fo tedious is this day, 

As is the night before fome feftiuali. 

To an impatient child that hath new robes 
And may not wcare them.O here comes my Nurfc; 

Enter N urfe mith corfo. 

And file brings newes, and euery tongue that fpeakx 
But Romeos name, fpeakes heauenly eloquence : 
Now Nurfe,what newesfwhat haft thou there*. 

The cords that R^omeob id tfacefetchi' 









tf hornet) and Juhi 

Nur. 1 , 1 , the cords. , 

1st. Ay me what news? why doft thou wring thy h3dsf 
Nnr, A wet aday,hecs dead, hccs dead, hccs dead, 
We are vndone Lady, wc arc vndone. 

Alack the day, hccs gone, bees kikhhecs dead* 

Ju. Can heauen be fo enuiousi 
Nar. %pmeoKAX\ y 

Though heauen cannot.O Romeo ,Romeo t 
Who euer would haue thought it Romeo* 

7«.What diudl art thou that doft torment methus? 
This torture fhould berored in difmail hell, 

Hath Romeo flame himfelfe? fay thou but I, 

And that bare voweli I fhall poyfon more 
Then the death arting eye of- Cockatrice, 

I am not I ,if there be fuch an I. 

Or thofe eyes fhot.that makes thee anfwere I s 
If he be flainc fav I,or if not.no. 

Briefc, founds, determine my weale or wo. 

Nur. I faw the wound, I fa w it with mine eyes, 

God fauc the markc.here on his manly breft* 

A piteous coarfe,abloudic piteous coarfe. 

Pale, pale as afhes,all bedawbdein bloud. 

All in goarc bloud,l founded at the fight. 

Iu.O break my hart, poore banckrout break at once^ 
To prilon eyes,ncrc lookc on libertie. 

Vile earth too earth refigne.end motion here. 

And thou and Romeo preue on heauie beare. 

Nur. O Tybalt, Tybalt, the beft friend I had* 

O curteousT/^jhoncfl Gentleman, 

That euer I ihould liueto fee thee dead. 

Iu, What ftorme is this that bio wes fo contraries 
Is Romeo flaughtred* and is Tybalt dead? 

My deareft Cozen, and my dearer Lord, 

Then drcadfull T rumpet found the generalldoomeB 
For who is liuing.if thofe two are gone# 

G 2 Nttr. 





Tf?e moft lamentable Tmgedie 

Nur. Tybalt is gone and Romeo banifhed, 

%omeo that kild him he is banifhed. 

Mi. O pod, did Romeos hand fhead Tibalts bloud? 
It did.it dici,a!as the day.it did. 

Nur. O ferpent heart .hid with a flowring face. 

Tu. Did eucr draggon keepe fo faire a Caue# 
Bewtifull tirant, fiend angelica! : 

Rauenous douefeatherd raue, woluifhraucning lamb> 
Dcfpifed fubftance of diuineft fhowc: 

Iuftoppofife towhat thouiuftly feem’ft, 

A dimme faint.an honourable villain e : 

O nature what hadft thou fo do in hell 
When thou didft bovver the fpiritofa fiend. 

In mortal! paradife of fuch fweete flefh ? 

Was euer booke containing fuch vile matter 
So faircly bound? 6 that deceit fhould dwell 
In fuch a gorgious Pallace. 

Nur. Theres no truft.no faith, no honeftic in men, 
AU periurde.all fo.f.vorne,all n3ught,all diflemblers* 
Ah wheres my mnnfgiue me fome Aqua-vitae: 

Thefc griefs, thefe woes, thefe forro ws make me old. 
Shame come to Romeo. 

Iu. Blifterd be thy tongue 
For fuch a wifh.he was not borne to fhamet 
V pon his brow fliamc is afham’cl to fit: 

For tis a throane where honour may be crownd 
Sole Monarch of the vniuerfal earth. 

0 what a bcaft was I to chide at him# 

Nur. W«1 you fpeak wel of him that kild your cozin#: 

Iu. Shall! fpeake ill of him that is my husband? 

Ah poormy lord, what tongue (ha! fmooth thy name. 
When! thy three houres wife haue mangled it* 

But wherefore villaine didft thou kill my Cozin ? 
That viilaine Cozin would haue kild my husband: 
Backc foolifh tearcs.backe to your natiuc fpring, 
Your tributai ie drops Jxloog to woe, 




tftymeo and Juliet, r 

Which you miftaking offer vp to by, • 

Mv husband liucs that TybaM would haue flame. 

And Tybalts dead that would haue flaxn my husband i 
AH this is comfort,\vherefore weepe I then # 

Some word there was,worfer then Tybalts death 
That murdred me, I would forget it faint. 

But oh it prefles to my memorie. 

Like damned guiltie deeds to finner? mindes, 

Tybalt is dead and Romeo baniftied: 

That banifhed, that one word banifhed, 

Hath flaine ten thciukn&Tybalti-.Tybalts death 
Was woe inough if it had ended there : 

Or if fovver woe delights in fellowfhip, 

And needly will be ranckt with other griefes. 

Why followed not when fhe faid Tybalts dead. 

Thy father or thy mother, nay or both, 

Which moderne lamentation might haue moued. 

But witharcareward folio wing Tybalts death, 

Romeo is banifhed :to fpeake that word. 

Is father, mother, r ybait,%omeo, Iuhet t 
All flaine, all dead: Romeo is banifhed. 

There is no end, no limit, meafure bound, 

In that words death.no words can that woe found. 

Where is my father and my mother Nurfe# 

Nur. W eeping and wayling ouer Tybalts courfe. 

Will you go to them# I will bring you thither. 

/«. Wafh they his wounds with teares? mine fhall be 
When theirs are dric,for Romeos banifhment. (fpent, 

Takevp thofecordes, poore ropes youarcbcguildc. 

Both you and I for Romeo is exilde: 

He made you for a.highway to my bed, 

But I a maide, die maiden widowed, r - 

Come cordes,come Nurfe, ile to rhy wedding bed,. 

And death not Romeo y take my maiden head. 

Nur. Hie to your chamber, He finde Romeo 
T o comfort you,! wot well where he is: 

G 5 Harke 
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Tl)e mojt lamentable TrageSt 

Hark eye, your Rome* will be here at night, 

He to him,he is hid at Lawrence Cell. 

Ih. O find him,giue this ring to my true Knight, 
And bid him come, to take his laft farewell. 

Enter trier and Romeo. 



Fri. Romeo come Forth .corn e forth thou fearefuli man, 
Afflift ion is enamourd of thy parts: 

And thou art wedded to calamitie. 

Ro, Father what ncwcs?what is the Princes doomed 
What forro w craues acquaintance at my hand, 

That I yet know no ti 
Fri. Too familiar 

Is my deare fonne with fuch fowre companie? 

I bring thee tidings of the Princes doome. 

■flo.Whatlcffc then doomesday is the Princes doome l 
Fri. A gentler iudgement vanilht from his lips. 

Not bodies death, but bodies banifliment. 

Rom. Ha,banilhracnt. ? bemcrcifull, fay death: 

For exile hath more terror in his looke, 

Much more then death, do not lay banilhment; 

Fri. Here from Verona art thou banilhed: 

Be patient, for the world is broad and wide. 

Ro. There is no world without Verona walls. 

But purgatorie, torture, hell it fclfc: 

Hence banilhed, is blanifiit from the world. 

And worlds exile is dcath.Then banifhed. 

Is death, miflcrmd, calling death banilhed. 

Thou cutft my head off with a golden axe. 

And fmileft vpon the ftrokc that murders me. 

Fri. O deadly fin, 6 rude vnthankfulncs, 

Thy fault our law calls death, but the kind Prince 
T aking thy part.hath rufht afidc the law, 

And turnd that blacke word death to banishment. 
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ef^mee and Juliet 

This is deare mercie,and thou feeft it not. 

Ro. Tis torture and not mcrcie,heauen is her# 

Where luliet liucs,and cuery cat and dog. 

And litle moufe,eucry vnworthy thing 
Liue here in heauen,and may looke on her. 

But Romeo rtuy no t.More validitic. 

More honourable Rate, more courtfhip liucs 
In carrion fliej,then ‘Romeoxhcyxnzy (care 
On the white wonder of deare Miets hand. 

And ftealc immortall bleffingfrom her lips. 

Who euenin pure and veftall modeftie 
Still blulh,as thinking their owne kilfes fin. 

This may flyes do, when I from this rauft flic. 

And fayeft thou yet, that exile is not death* 

But Romeo may not,he is banilhed. 

Flies may do this,but I from this muft flic: 

They are freemcn,but I am banilhed^ 

Hadft thou no poyfon mixf,no lharpe ground knife* 

No fudden mcane of death, though nere fo mcanc. 

But banilhed to kill me.'Banifhed? 

0 Frier, the damned vfethat word in hell: 

Howling attends it, how haft thou the heart 
Being a Diuine,aghoftly ConfclTor, 

A fin obfolucr.and my friend profeft. 

To mangle me with that word banilhed? 

Fri. Then fond mad man, hcare me a little fpeafcesJ 
Ro. O thou wilt fpeake againc of banilhment. 

Fri. lie giue thcc armour to keepe oft that word 1 , 

Aduerfincs fwcctc milke, Philofophie, 

1 o comfort thee though thou art banilhed. 

J ct banilhcdJhang vp philofophie, 

Ynlelfc Philofophie can make a luliet, 

Difplant a townc,reuerfc a Princes doome. 

It helpes not, itpreuailcs not.talkeno more. 

# a r, * ^Mhat mad man hauc no caress 
■ « ^ould they when that wife men. hauc no ey». 

Erk Let 
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Tbemojl lamentable Tragedie 

Fri.Lctmcdifputcvviththceoftbycftate. 

to.Thou canft not fpeak of that thou doft not feck, 
Wert thou as young as l Juliet thy loue. 

An houre but married, tnurdeted, 

Doting like me, and like me banifticd. 

Then mighteft thou fpeake, 

Thenmightft thou teare thy hayre. 

And fall vpon the ground as I do now. 

Taking the meafure of an vnmadegraue. 

Enter NurJe,andknock*. 

Fri. Arife one knobksjgoodik**^ hide thy felffic 

Ro. Not I , vnlelTe the breath of hartficke groncs. 
My ft-like infold me from the fearch of eyes. 

They knock*. 

Fn.Harkhow they knock(whofe t\\tte)Romeo anfe, 
Thou wilt be taken, flay a while, ftandvp, 

Slud knock; ■ 'I 

Run to thy ftudie by and by , Gods Witt 
What fimplenesisthis ? 1 come,! come. 

Knock*. 

Who knocks fo hard?whece come you? whats your 
Enter Nur fe. . 

Nur. bet me come in,and you fhal know my errant: 
1 come frqm Lady luliet. 

Fri. Welcome then. 

Nur. o.holy Frier, O tell me holy Frier, 
Whcresmy Ladyes Lord?.wheres ecomeo ? , : ^ • 

Fri. There on die ground, ■ 

With his owne tcares made drunke. 

Nur. G he is euen in my miftreOe cafe, 

Juft in her oafs. O wofull fimpathy: 

Pitiousprediccament,euenfo lies fhe,: > - k 

Blubbring and weeping jweeping and blubbrsng, 
Stand vp,ftand vp.ftand and you be a man, 1 « , 
For Mien fake, for her fake rife and ftand: 

Why fhould you fall into fo deepe an 0 ? 

Rom. Nurfc. 



L i; 



Nur. Ait 



? 



& f Borneo and lufiet. 

' Nur. Ahfir,ahfir,deathstheendofall. 

r 9 . Spakcft thou of Iuhetrhovi is it with her* 

Doth not (he thinke me an old murthercr. 

Now I haue ftaind thcchildhood of our ioy , 

With bloud remoued,but little from her owne? 

Where is fhefand how doth fhefcnd what fayes 
My conceald Lady toourcanceldlouef 
Nur. Oh fhe fayes nothing fir, but weeps and weeps, 

And now falls on her bcd,and then ftarts vp, 

And 7)^ calls, and then on Romeo cries, 

And then downe falls againe. 

Ro. As if that name (hot from the deadly lcucll ora gun, 

Did murtherher, as that names curfed hand 
Murderd her kinfman.Oh tell me Frier, tell me, 

|n what vile part of this Anatomie 

Doth my name lodge?TcllmcthatI may facke 

The batefullmanfion. 

Fri. Hold thy defperate hand: 

Art thou a man. ? chy forme cries out thou art: 

Thy teares are womanifh,thy wild a&s deuotc 
The vnreafonable fane of a beaft . 

Vnfecmcly woman in a feemingman. 

And ilbefeeming beaft in feeming both. 

Thou haft amaz’d me. By my holy order, 

5 thought thv difpoficion better temperd. 

Haft thou flaine Tybalti wilt thou fley thy fclfe i 
And fley thy Lady, that in thy life lies. 

By doing damned hate vpon thy fclfe* 

Why ray left thou on thy birthithe hcauen and earth? 

Since birth, and heauen, and earth all three domect, 

In thee at once, which thou at once wouldft loofe. 

Fie, fie, thou ftiameft thy fhape,thy loue,thy wit. 

Which likea Vfurer aboundft in all: 

And vfeft none in that true vfe indeed, 

Which fhould bedecke thy fhape,thy louc,thy wit: 

Thv Noble fhape is but a forme of waxe, 

H D>grefting 
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The mofi lamentable Trageik 

Digreffing from the valour ofa man, 

Thy dearc louefwornebut hollow pcriurie. 

Killing that loue which thou haft vowd tochcrift). 

Thy wit, that ornamenr,to fhape and loue, 

Mifhapen in theconduft of them both*. 

Like powder in a skilleffe fouldiers ilaske. 

Is feta her by thine owne ignorance, 

And thou difmembred with thine owne defence* 

W hat rowfc thee man, thy Iulict is aliue, 

For whofe deare fake thou waft tut lately dead. 

There art thou happie,7)lWr would kill thee, 

But thou fleweft Tib alt, there art thouhappie. 

The law that threatned death becomes thy friend. 

And turnes it to exile, there art thou happie. 

A packe of bleftings light vpon thy backc, , 

Happincs courts thee in herbeft array, 

But like a tminaued and fullen wench, 

Thou puts vp thy fortune and thy loue : 

Take heed e, take hcede,for fuch die miferablej 
Go get thee to thy loue as was decreed, 

Afcend her chamber, hence and comfort her: 

But looke thou ftay not till the watch be fet, 

For then thou canftnof pafle to Mantua, 

Where thou (halt liue till we can find a time 
T o blaze your marriage,reconcile your friends, 

Beg pardon ofthe Princeand call theebacke, 

With twentie hundred thoufand tiroes more ioy 
Then thou wentft forth in lamentation. . 

Go before Nurfe, commend me to thy Lady, 

And bid her haften all the houfe to bed. 

Which heauie forrow makes them apt vuto,. 

Romeo is co naming. 

Nur. O Lord,! could haue ftaid here all the night, 

T o hearc good counfell , oh what learning in 
My Lord-, ile tell ray Lady you will come. 

Ro, Do fo,and bid my fyvev te prepare to chide. 

. v Nur, Her? 




of^ontedandMet. 

X ur . Here Hr, a Ring fhe bid me giue you ft n 
Hie vou,make haft,for it growes very late. 

Ro. How well my comfort is reuiu’d by this. 

Fri.Go hcce,good'night,& here Hands al youtftate: 
pithcr be gone before the watch be (etj 
Or by the breakc of day difguife from hence, 
Soiournc \n<-Mantua,\]e find out your man. 

And he fhall fignifie from time to time, 

£ucry good hap to you, that chaunces here: 
Gmemcthy hand,tis ]ate,farewell,goodnight, 

Ro. But that a ioy paft ioy calls out on me. 

It were a griefe,fo briefeto part with thee : 

Farewell. _ 

Exeunt. 

Enter old Capul et, hit wife and Paris. 

Ca. Things haue falnc out fir fo vnluckily , 

That we haue had no time to moue our daughter, 
Looke you, fhe lou’d her kinfman Tybalt dcaxdy 
And fo did I. Well we were borne to die. 

Tis very late,(heele not come downc to night: 

1 promife you, but for your companie, 

I would haue bene a bed an houre ago. 

Paris. Thefc times of wo affoord notimesto wooe: 
Madam goodnight, commend me to your daughter. 

La. I will,and know her mind early to morrow* 
Tonight fhecs mewed vp to her heauines. 

Ca. Sir Taris,\ will make a defperate tender 
Of my childcs loucsl thinke fhe will me rulde 
In all refpetts by meinay more, I doubt it not. 

Wife go you to her ere you go to bed, 

. Acquaint her here, of my fonne Tarts loue. 

And bid her,marke you me* on wendfday next. 

But foft»what day is this* 

Pa. Monday my Lord. 

Ca. Monday, ha ha, well wendfday is too foonc, 

A thutfday let it be, a thurfday tell her 

Ha 



_ 




She 
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The mft lamentable TrtgecHe 

She Hull be married to this noble Earle: 

Will you be ready ?do you like this hafte? 

Wcll.keepe no great ado, a friend or two. 

For harke you, Tybalt being flaine To late, 

It may be thought we held him carelefly 
Being our ktnfrnan,ifwereueil much: 

Therefore weele haue fome halfe a doozen friends. 

And there an end,but what fay you to Thurfday? 

Paris. Mv Lord, I would that thurfday were to morrow* 

Ca. Well get you gone, a Thurfday be it then: 

Go you to Inliet ere you go to bed. 

Prepare her wife.againft this wedding day. 

Farewell my Lord, light to my chamber ho. 

Afore mee,it is fo very late that. wee may call it early by and by, 



Goodnight. 



Exeunt , ; 



Enter Romeo and Iuli et aloft. 

Iu. Wilt thou be goneflt is not yet neare day : 

It was the Nightingale, and not the Larke, 

That pierft the fearefull hollow of thine care, 
Nightly die lings on yond Pomgranet tree, 

Belceue me loue,it was the Nightingale. 

%om. It was the Larke the herauld of themorne. 
No Nightingale, looke loue what enuious ftreakes 
Do lace the feueringcloudes in yonder Eaft: 

Nights candles are burnt out, and iocand day 
S tands tipto on the myftic Moumaine tops,. 

I muft be gone and liue,ov flay and die. 

In. Yond light is not daylight,! know it I: 

It is fome Meteor that the Sun exhale, 

To be to thee this night a Torch-bearer, 

A nd light thee on thy way to Mantua. 

Therefore ftay yet, thou nccdft not to begone, 

%o. Let me betane.let me be put to death. 

Taro content, fo thou wilt haue it fo. 

Be fay yon gray is not,the the morning; eye, 



Ti 



of (Romeo and Juliet. 

Th but the pale reflex of Ctnthtat brow. 

Nor that is not the Larke whofe noates do beat* 

The vaultie heauen fo high aboue our heads, 

1 haue more care to flay then will to go : 

Come death and welcome, Inliet wills it to. 

How ift my foulc? lets talke it is not day. 

In. It is, it is, hie hence be gone away: 

It is the Ladke tha t lings fo out of tunc, 

Straining harfh Difcords,and vnpleafing Sharpen 
Some fay, the Larke makes fwcete Diuifion : 

This doth not fo : for Ihe diuideth vs. 

Some lay the Larke and loathed Toad change eyes, 

O now I would they had changd voyces too : 

Since arme from armc that voyce doth vs afrray. 

Hunting thee hence,with Huntfup to the day. 

0 now be gone, more light and light it growes, 

Romeo. More light and light , more darkc and darlM 
woes. 

Enter Madame and Nnrfe. 

JTur. Madam* 

In, Nurfc. 

mrXoux Lady Mother is cuming to yout chaber. 

The day is broke, be wary, looke about. 

Iult. Then window let day in, andlet life out. 

To. Farewell, fare well, one kifle and He defeend* 

In.. Art thou gone fo loue, Lord, ay husband,friends 

1 muft heare from thee cuery day in the houre, 

For in a minute there are many day cs, 

G by this count I lhall be much ip yeares. 

Ere I againe behold my Romeo. 

Rmw. Farewell:- 
3 will omit no opportunity. 

That may conuey my greetings loue to thee. 

It*. O thinkft thou we lhall euer roeete againe. ? 

Rom. I doubt it not, and all thefe woes lhall fetue 
Sor fweete difeourfes in our times to come* 

H 4 /«• 





7%e nidft lament able Tragcdk 

Ro'.Q God I haue anill diuiningfoule. 

Me thinkesl feethcenow.thouartfolowe, 

As one dead in tlic botiome of a tombe, 

Either my eye-fight failesjor thou looked pale. 

Rom. And tmft me loue,in my eye fo do you: 

Drtc foi row drinkes our bloud. Adue,adue. 

Exit. 

In. O Fortune, Fortune, all men calhhee fickle. 

If thou art fickle, what doft thou with him 
That is renowmcl for faithf be fickle Fortune: 

For then I hope thou wilt not kcepc him long. 

But fend him backe. 

Enter Mother. 

La. Ho daughter, are you vpj 
__ In. Who id that calls? It is my Lady mother. 

3s fhe not downe fo late or vp fo early? 

Whatvnaccuflomd caufe procures her hither i 
La. Why how now Ialieti 
In. Madam I am not well. 

La. Euermore weeping for your Cozens death? 

What wilt thou wafli him from his graue with teares? 

And if thou couldfl,thou couldft not make him hue: 
Therfore haue done,fome gtiefo fhews muchoflouc. 

But much of greefe,(hewes ftill fonie want of wit. 

Lt. Yet let me weepe, for fuch a feeling Ioffe. 

La. So fhall you feele the !d(Te,but notthefriend 
W hich you weepe for. 

In. Feeling fo the lofle, 

3 cannot chtife but eucr weepe the friend. 

La.W el gyrle.thou weepft not fo much for his death, 

As that the villaine hues which flaughterd him. 

Ia. What villaine Madam? 

La. That fame villaine %omeo. 

Ia. Villaine and he be many miles a funder : 

God padon,I do with all my heart: 

A nd yet no man like h e # do th greeue my heart. 

La. That 
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if Borneo dndluliet. 

La, That is becaufc the T raytor murderer liuesi 

jff I Madam from the reach of thefe my hands; 
Would none but I might vengc my Cozensdeath. 

La. We will haue vengeance for it, feare thou not. 
Then weepe no more, He fend to one in Mantua, 
Where that fame bannifht runnagate doth liuc, 

Shall giue him fuch an vnaccuftomd dram. 

That he (ball foone kcepc Tybalt companic: 

And then I hope thou wilt be fatisfied. 

la. Indeed Fneuer fhall be fatisfied 
With Ro/neo,ti\\ Ibehold^im, Dead 
Is my poore heart fo for a kinfman vext: 

Madam if you could find out but a man 
To bcarc a poyfon.I would temper it; 

That Romeo fhould vpon rcceit thereof, 

Soonc fleepe uujuiec. O how mybeait abhors 
To heare him namde and cannot cqmc to him, 
Towreakethelouel bore my Cozen, 

Vpon his body that hath-flaughtei;d him. 

Mo. Find thou-the means, and He find fuch a tnan^ 
But now ilc tell thee ioy full tidings Gy rle. 

Ia. Andioy comes well in fuch aneedic time. 
What are they, befeech your Ladyfhip? 

M. Well, well,thou haft a carefull father child,. 
One who to put thee from thy heauines, 

Hath forted out a fudden day of ioy, 

That thou experts not^ior I loolu not for. . 

Ia. Madam in happie time, what day is that? 

Af. Marrie my child, early next Thurfday morne, 
Thegallant,young,andNoble Gentleman, 

The Countie Ram at Saint Teters Church, »• 

Shall happily make thee there a ioy full Bride. 

Iu. Now by S- Peters Church,and Teter too, 
Hefhall not make me there a ioy full Btidc. 

I wonder at this hafte,that I muft wed 
Ere he that fhould be husband comes to vvooe; 
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The mojl lain entahle Tragedte 

J pray yoli tcH my Lord arid father Madam, 

I will not marr!eyet,and whenl do, I fweare 
It (hall be Romeo t w\\om you know 1 hate 
Rather t hen Paris t tbefe are newes indeed. 

Olt. Here comesyour father, tell him fo your felfct 
And fee how he will take it at your hands. * 

Enter Capulet and Nurfe. 

Ca. When the Sun fets, the earth doth drifle dcaw, 

But for the Sunfet of my brothers fonrie, 

I I rains do wnright.Ho w now a Conduit girle, What ftill in tears 
Euermorc (hpwringin one litle body? 

Thou countcfaits. A Barke.a Sea, a Wind: 

Forftillthy ey es, which Imay call the fea, 

Do ebbe and flowe with tearcs.the Barkc thy body is: 

Sayling in this fait f!oud,the windes thy fighes, 

Who raging with thy tcaresand they with them, 

W ithout a fodderi ealent Will ouerfet 
Thy tempeft tofTcd body. How noW wife, 

Haue you deliuered to her our decree; 

La. I fir, but fhe willrione, fhegiueyou tharikes, 

I would the foole were married to her graue. 

Ca. Soft takeme with you, take me with ydu wife. 

How will fhe none? doth (he not giuc vs thanks? 

Is fhe not proud;doth fhe not count her blcft, 

Vnworthy as fhe is.that we haue Wrought 
So worthy a Gentleman to be her Bride* 

It*. Not proud you haue, but thankful that you haucs 
Proud can I neuer be Of what I hate. 

But thankfull euen for hate,that is meant loue. 

C?.How,how,howhow,chopt lodgick,what is this? 

Proud and l thanke ydUjand 1 thanke you not, 

And yet not proud miflreffc minion you? 

Thanke me no thankings,rior proud me no proud s, 

But fettle your fine Ioynts gainft Thurfday next, 

To go with Paris to Saint Peters Chinch: 

Or 1 will drag thee on a huidle thither. 

. ' ie« 



of Borneo and Iuliet. 

Out you greene ficknefle carrion, out you baggage, 
You tallow face. 

La. Fie,fie,whatarevoumad? 

Its. Good Father.I befeech you on my knees, 
Hcare me with patience, but to fpeake a word. 

Fa. Hang thee young baggage, difobedient wretch, 
I tell thee what, get thee to Church a Thurfday, 

Or neuer after looke me in the face. 

Speake not,replie not, do not anfwcre me. 

My fingers itch, wife, we fcarce thought vs blcfe# 
That God had lent vs but this dnely childc. 

But now I fee this one is one too much. 

And that we haue a curie in hauingher: 

Out on her hilding. 

Nitr. GodinhcauenblefTeher: 

You are to blame my Lord to rate her fo. 

ZW.And why my Lady wifdome,hold your tongue. 
Good Prudence fmatter,with your goffips go. 

Nur. Ifpeakcnotreafon, 

Father, 6 Godigcden, 

May not one fpeake? 

Fa. Peace you mumbling foole, 

V ttcr your grauitie ore a Gofhips bowle, 

For here we need it not. 

Wi. You are too hot. 

Fa. God s bread ,it makes me mad, 

houre, tide, time, workc,p!ay, 

Alone in companie,flill my care hath bene 
To haue her roatcht,and kauing nowprouided 
A Gentleman of noble parentage, 

Of faire demeanes,youthfulland nobly liand, 

Stuft as they fay,wirh honourable parts, 

Proportiond as ones thought would with a man. 

And then to haue a wretched pulingfoole, 

A whining mammet,in her fonunestender, 
Toanfwere,ilenotwed,I cannot loue: 

I am too young, I pray you pardon me. 

' I 
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The moft lamentable TragecKe 

Bui and you will not wed, ile pardon you. 

Graze where you will, you /hall not houfe with me, 

Looke too’t, thinke on’t, I do notvfe to ieft. 

T hurfday is neare, lay hand on hart, aduife, 

And you be mine, ile giue you to my friend , 

And youbenot,hang,beg,ftarue, dye in the (beets. 

For by my foule ile nere acknowledge thee, 

Nor what is mine fhall neuer do thee good j 
Truft too’t,bethinkeyou,ile not be forfworne. 

Exit. 

In. Is there no pittie fitting in the cloudes 
That fees into the bottome of my greefe J 

0 fweetray Mother caff roe not away. 

Delay this marriage for a month, a w eeke, ‘ 

Or ifyou do not, make the Bridal! bed 
In that dim Monument where Tib alt lies. 

Mo. T alke net to me, for i ! c not fpeake a word, 

Do as thou wilt, for I haue done with thee. 

Exit. 

Ih. O God, oNurfe, how fhall this be preuented? 

My husband is on earth, my faith in heauen,. 

How fhall that faith returne againe to earth, 

VnlefTe that husband fend it me from heauen, 

By leauing earth ? comfort me, counfaile me : 

Alack, alack, that heauen fhoulJ pra&ife ftratagems 
V pon fo foft a fubieft as my fdfe. 

What fayft thou, haft thou not a word "ofioy ?•" 

Some comfort Nurfe. 

Nur. Faith here it is, ifcwoisbanifhcd and all the world to 
That he dares nere come back to challenge you: (nothing, , 

Or if he do, it needs muft be by Health.- 
Then fince the cafe fo ftsnds as now it doth, 

1 thinke it beft.y ou married with the Countie, 

O hces a louely Gentleman: 

r Romo: a difhclour to him, an Eagle Madam 
Hath not fo greene, fo quick, fo faire an eye 
As hath, belhrow my very hart,. 





offiomeo andlultet. 

T thinke Voii are happie in this fecond match, 

For it excels your firft,or ifit did not, 
your firft is dead,or twere as good he were, 

As luring here, and you no vfc of him. 

^rA^dftoinmyf^^too^elfcbefhrcwthemboth. 

In. Amen. 

/i^Wcll thou haft comforted me maruellous much, 
Go in, and tell my Lady I am gone, 

Hauing difpleaf’d my father, to Laurence Cell, 

To make confcfsicn,and to be obfolu d. 

Nur. Marric I \vill,andthis is wifely done. 

In. Auncicnt damnation^ mod wicked fiend. 

Is it more fin to wifh me thus forfworne. 

Or to difpraife my Lord with that fame tongue. 
Which flie hath praifdchim with aboue compare, 

So many thoufand times ? Go Counsellor, 

Thou and my bofome henceforth fhall be twaines 
lie to the Frier to know his remedie. 

If all elfc fade, my felfe haue power to die. 

Exu. 

Enter Trier andCountie Paris. 

Fri. On Thutfday fir : the time is very (hort. 

Par. My Father Capnlet will haue it fo. 

And I am nothing flow to flacke his hafte. 

Fri. Y ou fay you do not know the Ladies mindef 
Vneuen is the courfe,! like it not. 

Par. Immoderately ftiewecpes for Tybalts death, 
And therefore haue I little talke of loue. 

For Venus fmiles not in a houfe of teares. 

Now fir,her father counts it daungerous 
That (he do giue her forrow fo much fway: 

And in his wifedome haftes our marriage. 

To flop the inundation of her teares. 

Which too much minded by her fclfc alone 
May be put from her by focietie. 
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tThe rmjl lamentable Tragedie 

Now do you know the reafon of this hafte. 

Fri. I would I knew not why it fliould be flowed. 
Looke fir,hcre comes the Lady toward my Ceil. 

Enter Iulief. 

Pa, Happily met my Lady and my wife. 

In. T hat may be fir, when I may be a wife. 

Pa. That may be,muft be loue,on Thurfday next. 
It*. Whatmuflbefliall be. 

Fri. Thats a eerraine text. 

Par. Come you to make confeflion to this Father ? 
In. Toaunfwere thatjl fliould confefle to you. 

Pa. Do not denie to him, that you louc me. 

In, I will confefle to you that I laue him. 

‘Far. So will ye, I am fure that you loue me. 

In. If I do fo, it will be of more price, 

Being fpokc behind your backe, then to your face. 
Far. Poorfou'e thy fa.ee is much abufde with tears,. 
In. The teares haue got fmall vnflorie by that, ** 
For it was bad inough before their fpight, 

A*.Thou wrongft it more then tears with that report* 
In. That is no flaunderli£,which is a truth. 

And what I fpake,l fpake it to my face. 

Pa. Thy face is mine, and thou haft flandred it. 

In. It may be fo.for it is not mine owne. 

Are you at leifure, holy Father now, 

Or [hall I come to you atcuening Mafle? 

Fri. My leifure faucs me penfiue daughter now,. 
My Lord we muft entreate the time alone. 

Par. Godftiieki,I fliould difturbe deuotion, 

Juliet, on. Thurfday early will I rowlcyee, 

Till then adue,and keepe this holy kifle. 

Exit. 

In. O flwtthedoore,and when thou haft done fo, 
Come weepe with me,paft hope,paft care,pafthelp. 

Fri. O lnliet I already know thy greefe, 

It ftraines me paft tbecompafte of my wits, 

1 hcare thoumuft, and nothing may prorogue it. 




of Borneo and luliet. 

On Thurfday next be married to this Counue.’ 

Iu. Tell me not Frier.that thou hcareft of this, 
Vnlefle thou tell me,how I may preuent it: 

I fin thy wifedome thou canft giue no hclpe, 

Do thou but call my resolution wife. 

And with this knife ile helpe it prefently, 

God ioynd my heart, and 'Romeos thou our hands 
And ere this hand by thee to Romeos feald: 

Shall be the Labell to an other deed, 0 

Or my true heart with trecherous rcuolf, 

Turne to an other, this fliallfley them both: 
Therefore out of thy long experienft time, 

Giue me fome prefent counfell, or behold 

Twixt my extreames and me, this bloudie knife 

Shall play the vmpeere.arbitrating that. 

Which the commiffion of thy yeares and art. 

Could to no iffuc of true honour bring: 

Be not fo long to fpcake,I long to die. 

If what thou fpeakft,fpeake not of remedie. 

Fri, Hold daughter, I do fpie a kind of hope. 
Which craues as defperate an.execution. 

As that is defperate which we would preuent. 

If rather then to marrie Countic Paris 
Thou haft the [Length of will to ftaythy felfe, 

Then is it likely thou wilt vndertakc 
A thing like death to chide away this fhame. 

That coapft with death, himfelfe to fcape fiom it? 
Andif thou dareft,Ile giue thee remedie. 

Iu. Oh bid me leape,rather then marrie Paris , 
Fromofrhe battlements ofany Tower, 

Or walke in theeuifli waye-s,or bid me lurks 
Where Serpents are: chaine me with 1 oaring Beatcs, 
Or hide me nightly in a Charnel houfe, 

Orecouerd quite with dead mens ratling bones, 

With reckie flianks and yealow chapels fculls: 

Or bid me go into anew made graue, 

And hide me with a dead man in his, 

. ' I 3 
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TJ?e moft lamentable Tragedte 

Things that to heare them told, haue made me tremble* 
And 1 will do it without feare or doubt, 

To liucan vnftaind wifeto my fweete loue. 

Fri. Hold then, go home,be rnerrie,giuc confent, 

T o rrurrie Paris: wendfday is to morrow, 

To morrow night looke that thou he alone, 

Let not the Nurfc lie with thee in thy Chamber; 

Take thou this V ioll being then in bed. 

And this drilling liquor drinke thou off, 
Whcnprefcntly through all thy veines (ball run, 

A cold and drowzie humour:for no pulfe 
Shall keepe his natiuc progrefle but furccafe, 

No warmth,no breaft (hall teftific thou liueft. 

The rofes in thy Hps and checkes fhall fade: 

T oo many afhes,tby eyes windowes fall: 

Like death when he fhuts vp the day of life. 

Each part depriu’d of fupple gouernment. 

Shall ftiffe and ftarke,and cold appearc like death. 

And in this borrowed likenelle of (hrunke death 
Thou (halt continue two and fortie homes. 

And then awake as from a pleafan t fleepe. 

Now when the Bridegroomein the morning comes, 

T o rowfe thee from thy bed, there art thou dead: 

Then as the manner of our countricis. 

Is thy beft robes vneouered on the Beere, 

Be borne to burial) in thy kindreds graue: 

Thou (hall be borne to that fame auncient vault. 
Where all the kindred of the Capulets lie, 

In the meane time againft thou (halt a wake. 

Shall Romeo by my Letters know our drift, 

And hither (hall he come, an he and 1 
Will watch thy walking, and that very night 
Shall Romeo beare thee hence to Mantua. 

And this (hall freethcc from this prefent (harae. 

If no inconftanttoy norwomanilh feare. 

Abate thy valour in the acting it* 



iu. Gtae 



of'^omeo anl luliet. 

Glue me,giueme,0 tell nor me of feare 
Fri. Hold get you gone, be ftrong and prolpcroui 
In this refoluc, defend a Frier with fpeed 
Jo Mantua^ith my Letters to thy Lord. 

In. Loue giue me ftrength,and ftrength (hall helpe afford: 

farewell deare father. { Ex,t - 

Enter Father C^nht^Mother^Nurfe.and 
Seruing men, two or three, 

Ca. So many guefts inuite as here are writ, 

Sirrah, go hire me twentie cunning Cookes. 

-SVr. You (hall haue none ill fir, for ilc trie if they can hek their 

^Capit. How canft thou trie them (oi 
Ser. Marric fir,tis an ill Cooke that cannot lick his owne fin- 
gers; therefore hcc that cannot lick his fingers goes not with 

"a Go be gone, we fhall be much vnfumilht forthis time: 
What is my daughter gone to Frier Lawrence * 

Nor. I forfoothi 

Cap. Well, he may chance to do fome good on ner, 

A oceuilh felfewieldhar lottry it is. 

V Enter luliet. 

Kur. See where die comes from flirifc with merie looke. 

Ca. How now my headftrong, where haue you bin gadding? 
ht. Where l haue learnt me to repent the fin 
Of difobedient opposition * 

To you and your bchefts.and am enioynd 
By holy Lawrence, to fall proftrate here. 

To beg your pardon, pardon 1 befcech you, 

Henceforward I am euer ruldc by you. 

Ca. Send for the Countie, go tell him of this, 

He haue this knot knit vpto morrow morning. 

In. I met the youthfull Lord at Lawrence Cell, 

And gaue him what becomd loue I might, 

Not ftepping ore the bounds of modenie. 

Cap. Why I am glad ont,this is wel, (land vp. 

This is aft (hould be, let me fee the Countic: 

1 marric go Ifay and fetch him hither. 
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Now afore God.tbis reuerend holy Frier, 

All our whole Citie is much bound to him. 

ltt. Nurfe, will you go with me into my Clofet , 

To helpc me fort fuch necdfull ornaments, 

A s you thinke fit to furnifti me to morrow ? 

C Mo, No not till Thurfday, there is time inough. 

Fa, Go Nurfe, go with hcr,weele to Church to morrow. 

■Exeunt, 

Mo. Weftiallbeftiortinourprouifion, / 

Tis now ncare night. 

Fa. Tu£h,I will ftirre about, 

And all things iliall be well, I warrant thee wife: 

Go thou to /«//<?/, he! pe todecke vp her, 
lie not to bed to night,let me alone: 

He play the huswife for this once, what ho? 

They are all forth, well I will walke ray felfe 
T o Countie Paris, to prepare vp him 
Againft to morrow, my heart is wondrous lighe, E 
Since this fame wayward Gyrle is fo reclaymd. ! 

Exit, 

Enter Iuliet and Nurfe. 

In. I thofe attires arc beft,but gentle Nurfe 
I pray thee leaue me to my felfe to night: 

Fori haue need of many oryfons, 

T o moue t he heauens to fmilc vpon my ftate, 

Which well thou knowcft,is crofic and full of fin. 

Enter (JMother. 

Mo. What are you bufie ho?need you my helpe? 

In. No Madam, we haue culd fuch necefiarics 
As are bchoofefull for our Hate to morrow: 

So plcafeyoudet me now be left alone. 

And let the Nurfe this night fit vp with you. 

For I am fure you haue your hands full all, 

In this fo fudden bufinefle. 

UMo. Goodnight. 

Get thee to bed and reft, for thou haft need. 

..If-"- Exeunt. 

In. Farewell; 




of Borneo and Iuliet. 

In Farewell, God knowes when we fhah meetc agatnc> 
I haue a faint cold feare thrills through my veines, 

That almoll freezes vp the heatc of life: 

Jlccall them backe againe to comfort me. 

Nurfe , what fhou’d ftie do here ? 

My drfmall iceane I needs rauft aft alone. 

Come V roll, what if this mixture do not workc at all? 
Shall 1 be married then to morrow morning? 

No, no, this ftiall forbid it, lie thou there. 

What if it be a poyfon which the Frier 
Subtilly hath mimftred to haue me dead. 

Lead in this marriage he fhould be difhonourd, 

Becaufe he married me before to %omeo ? • 

I feare it is, and yet roc thinks it fhould not, 

For he hath ftill bene tried a holy man. 

How if when 1 am laid into the T ombe, 

I wake before the time that %omeo 
Com: to redeeme m?,theres a fearfull poynt: 

Shall I not then be ftiffled in the V ault? 

To whofefoule mouth no healthfotne ayre breaths in. 
And there die ftrangled ere my Romeo conics. 

Or if I liuc,is it not very like. 

The horrible conceit of death and night, 

Togicher with the terror of the place. 

As in a V au!tc,an auncient receptacle. 

Where for this many hundred yeares the bones 
Of all my buried aunceftors are packt, 

Where bloudie Tybalt yet but greene in earth 
Lies feftring in his fhroude, where as they fay, 

At fomc houres in the night, fpirits refort: 

Alack, alack, is it not like that I 
So early waking, what with loathfome fmels, 

And flitikcs like mandrakes torne out of the earth, 

That liuing mortal I s hearing them run mad: 

Oif l walke, ftiall I not be diftraught, 

Inuironcd with all thefe hidious fearcs. 

And madly play with my forefathers ioynts? 

■■ . 1 C - ' 
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The mo ft lamentable Tragedie 

And plucktlw mangled Tybalt from his ftirowde. 

And in this rage with fome great kinfmans bone, 

A s with a clab dafh out my defprate braines. 

O looke,me thinks I fee my Cozins Ghoft, 

Seeking out Romeo that did fpi't his body 

Vpon a Rapiers poyot.ftay Tybaltfayi 

Romeo fR^meo t Romeo,he&tes drinkej drinke to thee. 

Enter Lady of the houfe and Nurfe, 

Z<*.Hold fake thefe keies & fetch more fpices Nut fe. 

Nur. They call for dates and quinces in the Paftrie. 

Enter old Capulet. 

Ca t Come, fti*,fti&ftir,the fecond Cock hath crowed 
The Curphcvv bell hath roong,tis three a clock: 

Looke to the bakte meates.good Angelica , 

Spare nor for coil. 

Nur. Go you cot-quaane go. 

Get you to bed, faith voule be ficke to morrow 
For this nights watching. . 

Ca. No not a whit, what I hauewatcht ere now, 

All night.ibr Idler caufe,and nere bene/icke. 

La. I you haue bene a moute- hunt in your time. 

But I will watch youfrcmfuch watching now. 

Exit Lady and Nurfei 

Ca, A iealous hood, a icalous hoed, now fellow, what is there.' 
Enter three or foureveith f pits andloa.y, 
and Baskets. 

hei. Things for the Cooke fir, but I know not ivhat. 

Ca. Make hafte, make hafte firra, fetch diier lo tr s. 

Gall Peterjnc will f!i?w thee where they are. 

Eel. 1 haue a head lurthat will find out lo°-s, 

And neuer trouble Peter for the matter. ° 

Ca. Mafic and wellfaid,a merne horfon,ba, 

Twoufhalt be,l<?ggerhead,gcod father tis day. 

Play Muficke. 4 

Tire Countie will be here with muficke ftiaight. 

For fo he faid he would, I heare him neare. ° 

Nurfe, yvife., what hoy/vliat Nurfe I fay? 

Enter 




offyomeo mdMlet. 

Enter Nurfe, 

Go waken Juliet, go and trim her vp, 
lie go and chat with in, hie,make hafte. 

Make haft, the bridgroome,hc is come already,make baft I fay. 

Nur. Miftris, what miftris J /#//<?t,faft I warrant her fhe, 

Why Lambe.why Lady, fie you fluggabed. 

Why Loue I fay, Madam, fweete heart, why Bride: 

What not a wo?d,you take you r penniworths now, 

Sleepe for a weeke,for the next night I warrant 
The Countie Paris hath fet vp his reft, 

That you fhall reft but little, God forgiue me. 

Marrie and Amen : how found is fhc a fleepe: 

I needs mull wake her : Madam, Madam, Madam, 

I, let the Countie take you in your bed, 

Hecle fright you vp yfaith,willitnot be5 
What dreft,and m yonr clothes, and downe againef 
I muft needs wake you,Lady,Lady,Lady. 
Ala?,alas,helpe,helpe,my Lady es dead. 

Oh wereaday that euer 1 was borne. 

Some Aqua- vitae ho, my Lord my Lady. 

Mo. What noife is here? 

Nur. O lamentable day. 

Mo t What is the matter? 

Nur. Looke, looke, oh beauie day! 

Mo. O me,0 me, my child, my onely life. ■ 

Reuiue, looke vp,or I will die with thee : 

Helpe,helpe,call helpe. 

Enter Father. 

Fa. For fhame bring Juliet fotth,her Lord is come. 

Nur. Shees dcad:deceaft,ftiees dead, alack the day. 

Alack the day, fhces dead,fhees dcad,fhees dead. 

Fa, Hah let me fee hcr,ont al as fhces cold. 

Her bloud is fetled,and her icynts are ftiffe : 

Life and thefe lips haue long bene feparated. 

Death lies on her like an vntimely froft, 

Vponthe fvveeteft flower of all the field. 

K l AT#**. O 
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'Me mojl lamentable Tragedie 

1 Vur. 0 lamentable day i 1 
C JMo, O wofull time/ 

Fa. Death that hath tane her heceto make me waite 
Ties vp my tongue and will not let me (peake. 

Enter Frier and the Countie. 

Fri. Come, is the Bride ready to go to Church* 

Fa. Ready to go but neuer to rcturne. 

O fonne,the night before thy wedding day 
Hath death laine with thy wife.there Hie lies. 

Flower as flic was, deflowrcd by him. 

Death is my lonne in law, death is my heire. 

My daughter he hath wcdded.I will die. 

And leaue him all life liuing,al 1 is deaths. 

Par. Haue I thought louc to fee this mornings face. 
And doth it giuc me fuch a fight as this ? 

Mo. Accurftjvnhappie, wretched hatefull day, 
jVlofl miferablc houre that ere time faw, 

Jn lafting labour of his Pilgrimage, 

But one poore one, one pool e and louing child. 

But one thing to rcioyce and folace in, 

And c$uell death bath catcht it from rov fight, 

Nur. O wo,Owofull,wofull, wofull day, 

Moft lamentable day, moft wofullday 
That euer, euer.I did yet bedold. 

O day,0 day,0 day,0 hateful! day, 

Neuer was feene fo blacke a day as this, 

O wofull day,0 wofull day. 

‘Far. BeguiId,diuorced, wronged, fpighted.flaine^ 
Mofl: dc tellable death, by theebeguiid, 

By crucll,cruell, thee quite ouetthrownc, 

O loue,0 life, not life, but loue in death. 

Fat. Defpifde diflrefled.hated,martird,kild, 
Vncomfortable time, why cam ft thou now, 

To rnurthcr.murthev, our fclemniticr 
0 childe,Q childe,my foule and not my ehilde, 
Dead art thou, alacke my child is dead, 

Ahdrivirh my child my ioye$ are buried. 



oj Borneo and Juliet. 

Fr i Peace ho fo/ fliame,confufions care Hues n of, 

Tn thefc confufions heauen and your felfe 
Had part in this fairc maide, now heauen hath all. 

And all the better is it forthe maid: 

Your part in her, you could not keepe from dcatli. 

But heauen keepes his part in etcrnall life. 

The moft you fought was her promotion, 

Fortwas your heauen (he Ihould beaduanft, 

A nd weepe ye now, feeing flic is aduanlt 
Abouc the Cloudes,as high as heauen it felfe. 

O in this loue, you loue your child fo ill. 

That you run mad, feeing that fhe is well: 

Shees not well married, that hues married long, 

But Ihees beft married, that dies married young. 

Drie vp your teares,and flick your lvofemane 
On this faire Coarfe,and as the cuftomc is, 

And in her beft array beare her to Church: 

For though fome nature bids vs all lament. 

Yet natures tearesarereafons merriment. 

Fa. AH things that we ordained teltiuali, 

Turne from their office to black Funerall: 

Ourinftrumentsto melancholy bells, 

Our wedding cheare to a fad buriall tealt: 

Our folemnc himnes to fullcn dyrges change : 

Our Bridall flowers ferue for a buried Coarte: 

And all things change them to the contrarie. 

Fri. Sir go you in, and Madam go with him, 

And go fir Parte yCQety one prepare 
To follow this faire Coarfe vnto her graue: 

The heauens do lowre vpon you for fome ill: 

Moue them no more, by eroding their high wil . 

fxeunt manet- 

Mufi. Faith we may put vp our pipes and be gone. 

Nur. Honeft goodfelk>wes,ah put vp, put vp, 

For well you know, this is a pitifuil cafe. t 

Fid. I my my tread), the cafe may be amended, ^ 

K 5 E ' Atcr 
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Tf?e moft. lamentable Tragedie 

v . Enter Will Kemp. 

JPeter, Mufitions, oh Mufitions, harts cafe, harts cife. 

O, and you will iiauc me line, play harts cafe. , 

F idler. Why liar tseafe? 

Peter. O Mufitions, becaufe iny hart it felfe plaies my hart it 

0 play me fome merie dump to comfort me. . 

Alinfirels. Not a dump we, tis no time to play noiv. 

Peter. You will not then ? 

Aiinjl. No. 

Peter. I will then giue it yo.u foundly. 

LS][;y;fl , YVbat will you giue vs? 

Peter. No money on my faith, but the gleeke. 

1 will giue you the Minftreil. 

<J\iinflrel. Then will I giue you the Seruing-creature, 

Peter. 1 hen will I lay the feruing-creaturts dagger on your 
I will cary no Crochets, ile re you, He fa (L te 

1 ou, do )'ou note me ? * 

<Jfytinft. And you re vs, and ft vs, you note vs. 

2. cJj-f. Pray you put vp your dagger, and put out your wit. 

I hen haue at you with my wit. 

. Pe ! er ' IwiiI dry- heate ) ou with an yron wit, and put vp my 
Anfwere me like men. (yron 

WiiCngriping griefes the hart doih wound,then mufique with 
her bluer found. 

Why bluer found, why mufique, with her filuer found,what fay 
you Simon Catling ? 

Minfi. Mary fir, becaufe filuer hath a fvveet found. 

Peter. Prates, what fay you Hugh Rebick ? 

2. M. I fay filuer found, becaufe Mufitions found for filuer. 
Eeter. Prates to, what fay you lames found poft ? 

3 • Faith I know not what to fay. 

Peter. O I cry you mercy, you arc the finger. 

I will fay for. you, it is mufique with her filuerfound, 

Becaufe Mufitions haue no gold for founding : 

Then Mufique with her filuerfound with fpeedy helpdoth 
lend redrdle. * 

Exit. 




of Borneo and Juliet. 

tjtfin. What a peftilent knaue is this fame ? 

M- 2 Hang him lack,corae wcele in hcre,tarrie for the mour- 
ners ,and flay dinner. 

Exit* 

Enter Romeo. 

Re. If I may truft the flattering truth of fleepe, 
jVly dreames prefage fome ioyfull newesat hand, 

My bofomes L. fits lightly in his throne : 

And all this day an vnaccuftomd fpirit, 

Lifts me aboue the ground with chearfull thoughts, 

1 dreamt my Lady came and found me dead. 

Strange dreame that giues adeadman leaue to thinke, 

And Breathd fuch life with kilTes in my lips, 

That I reuiude and was an Emperor. 

Ah me, how fweeteis loue it felfe polled 
When but loues fhadowes are fo rich in ioy. 

Enter Romeos man. 

Newes from Vcromfaw now Balthazer . , 

Doll thou not bring me Letters from the Frier? 

How doth my Lady,is my Father well: 

How doth my Lady Juliet ’, that 1 askc againe, 

For nothing can be ili if fire be well. 

CWan. Then fhe is well and nothing can be ill, 

Herbody fleepes in Capels monument, 

And her immortal! part with A ngels liues. 

Ifawher laid lowe in her kindreds vault, 

And prelently tooke pofte to tell it you : 

O pardon me for bringing thefe ill newes. 

Since you did leaue it for my office fir, 

Rom. Is itin fo? then I denie youfbrres. 

Thou kno well my lodging, get me inke and paper. 

And hire poll hoi fes,l will hence to night, 

(JPfan. I do befeech you fir, haue patience: 

Your lookes are pale and wilde, and do import 
Some mifaduenture. 

&>.Tufii thou art dcceiu’d, 

^sauemc,anddo the thinglbid thee do. 

Haft' 
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Haft thou noLetters to me from the Frier i 

UWan. No mV good Lord. 

' ° 'Exit. 

Ro. No matter get thee gone, 

And hyre thofe horfes,Ile bs with thee ftraight. 

Well Itthet, I will lie with thee to night: 

Lets fee for meanes.O mifehiefe thou art fwift, 

To enter in the thoughts of defperate men. 

I do remember an Appothacarie, 

And here abouts a dwells which late I noted* 

In cattred weeds with otierwhelming browes* 
Culling of fimples, meager were his lookes, 

Sharpe miferie had worne him to the bones: 

And in his needle ftiop a tortoyes hung. 

An allegater ftuft, and other skins ^ 

Of ill fhapte fifhes,and about his (helues, 

A bcggeily account ofcmptic boxes, 

Greene earthen pots,bladdersaod muftie (cedes, 
Remnants ofpackthred.and old cakes of Rofes 
Were thinly fcattered,to make vp a (hew. 

Noting this penury, to my fclfe 1 faid. 

An if a man did need a poyfon now, 

Whofe fale is prefent death in cJWi intua, 

Here liues a Catiffe wretch would fel l it him. 

O this fame thought did butforeiun my need, 

And this fame needie man muft fell it me. 

As I remember this fhould be the houfe, 

Being holy day ,the beggers fhop isihut. 

What ho Appothecarie. 

Appo. Whocallsfo iowd? 

Korn. Come hither man, I fee that thou art pore. 
Hold, there is fortie duckets,let me haue 
A dram of poyfon, fuch foone fpeeding gcare, 

As will difpeatfe it fclfe through all the veines. 

That the life-wearie-taker may fall dead. 

And that the Trunke may be difehargd of breath, 
Asinolentlyjas haftic powder fierd 




Exeunt. 



eftyomeo and Mef. 

)t)oth hurry from the fatall Canons wombe.’ 
rp 0 ti. Such mortall drugs I haue,bu tMtntuatUwt 
Is death to any hethat vtters them. 

Ro. Art thou fo bare and full of wretchednefle, 
And feareft to die,famine is in thy cheekes, 

Need and oppreflion ftarueth in thy eyes. 

Contempt and bc^gene hangsvpon thy b^cke: 

The world is not thy friend.nor the worlds law. 

The world affoords no law to make thee rich : 

Then be not poore, but breake it and fake this. 

Pott. My pouei tie, but not my will confents. 

Ro. I pray thy pouertie and not thy will. 

<poti. Put this in any liquid thingyou will 
And drinkeitoff,andifyouhad the ftrength 
Oftvvcntie men,it would dilpatch you (Haight. 
'K^.Therc is thy Gold.worfe poyfon to mens foulesj 
Doing more murther in this loathfome world, 

Then thefe poore copounds that thou maieft not fel!| 
I fell thee poyfon, thou haft fold me none, 
Farewell,buy foode,and get thy fdfc in flefh. 

Come Cordiall and not poyfon, go with me 
T o Iiiliets graue,for there muft I vfe thee. 

Enter Trier lohn to j 
loh. Holy Franc ifern 

Enter Lawrence. 

Law. This fame fhould be the voyce ■ 

Welcome from Ufyfantua,what fayes Romeot 
Or if bis minde be writ,giue me his Letter. 

lob. Going to find a barefoote brother i 
Onedfourorder to adotiateme, 

Here inthisCitievifitingtheficke, 

And finding him, the Searchers of the ’ 

Sufpedfing that we both were in a houfe, 

Where the infeftiou? peftilence did raigne, 

Scald vp the dooi es,ar.d would not let vs forth, 

So that my fpecd toyh/ ant tut there was ftaid. 
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Law, Who bare my Letter then to Romeo ? 

John. I could not fend it,here it is againe. 

Nor get a meflcnger to bring it thee, 

So fearefull were they ofinfeft ion. 

Law. Vnhappie fortune, by my Brotherhood, 

The Letter was not nice but full of charge, 

Ofdeare import, and the neglefling it, _ • 

May do much dangcrjFrier lohn go hence, 

Get me an Iron Crow and bring it ftraight 
k Vnto ray Cell. 

lohn. Brother ile go and bring it thee. ( Exit. 

Law, Now mufti to the Monument alone, 

Within this three houres will fjirc Juliet wake, 

Shee will bclhrewe me much that Romeo 
Hath had no aoticc of thefe accidents: 

But I will write againe to M antua. 

And keepe her at my Cell till Romeo come, 

Poore lining Coarfe,clofdc in a dead mans T ombe. 

Exit. 

Enter Paris And hie Page. 

Par. Giue me thy T orch boy, hence and Hand aloof:, , 
Yet put it out, for I would not be fcene: 

Vndcr yond young Trees lay thee all along, 

Holding thy eare clofe to the hollow ground. 

So fhall no foote vpon the Church-yard tread, 

Being looIc,VRfirroe with digging vp of Graues, 

But thou fhalt hearc ir,whiftle then to me 
As fignall that thou heareft feme thing approach, . 

G iue me thofc flowers, do as I bid thee, go. 

Pa. I am almoft afraid to Hand alone, 

Here in the Church-yard, yet 1 will aduenture. 

Par. Sweet flower, with flowers thy Bridall bed IftrcW 
O woe, thy Canapie is duft and ftones, 

Which with fweete water nightly I will dewe, 

Or wanting that, with teares diftild by moncs, 

The obfeejuiss that I for thee will keepe: 




of Borneo andfuliet. 

Nightly fhall be, to ftrew thy grauc and weepc. 

15 Whijlle Boy. 

The Boy giues warning, lomcthing doth approach. 
What curfed foote wanders this way tonight. 

To crofle my obfequies and true loucs tight? 

What with a TorchJmufflc me night a while. 

Enter Romeo and Peter. 

ifa.Giue me that mattocke and the wrenching Iron, 
Hold take this Letter, early in the morning 
See thou deliucr it to my Lord and Father, 

Giue me the light vpon thy life I charge thee. 

What ere thou heareft or feeft.ftand all aloofc, 

And do not interrupt me in my courfe. 

Why I defeend into this bed of death, 

Is partly to behold my Ladiesface: 

But chit fl y to take th encc from her dead finger, 

A precious Ring : a Ring that I muft vie. 

In deare imployment, therefore hence be gone: 
Butifthouicalousdoftreturnc topric 
In what 1 farther fhall intend to doo, 

By hcaurn l will teare thee loynt by Ioynt, 

And ftrew this hungry Church-yard with thy lims : 
The time and my intents are fauage wildc. 

More fierce and more inexorable farre. 

Then emptie T ygers,or the roaring fea. 

Pet. I will be gone fir, and not trouble ye. 

Ro. So fhalt thou fhew me fricndfhid,takc thou that, 
Liue and be profperous,and farewell good fellow* 1 
Pet. For all this fame, ile hide me here about, 

His lookes i feare,and his intents l doubt. 

Ro. Thou deteftablc mawc, thou wonihe ofdeath. 
Gorg’d with the deareft moi fell of the earth: 

Thus I enforce thy rotten Iawcs toopjen. 

And in defpight ile cram thee with more foode. 

P a. This is that banifht haughtie tJMountague^ 
That murdred nay loues Coziu,with which greefo, 

L a 
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It is fuppofed the faire creature died. 

And here is come to do fome villainous flume 
To the dead bodies: I will apprehend him, 

Stop thy vnhallowed toyle vi!c (Jklomtague: 

Can vengeance be purfucd further then death! 
Condemned villaine.Ido apprehend thee. 

Obey and go with me, for thou mud die. 

Rom. I muft indeed , and therefore came I hither, 
Good gentle youth tempt not a defprate man, 

Flie hence and leaue me, thinke vpon thefe gone, . 
Let them affright thee. I befeech tliee youth, 

Put not an other fin vpon my head, 

By vrging me to furie, 6 be gone. 

By heauen I hue thee better then my felfe, ... 

For 1 come hither armdeagainft my felfe: 

Stay not,begone,liue,and hereafter fay, 

A mad mans mercis bid thee run away. 

Par. I do defie thy commiration, 

And apprehend thee for a Felton here. 

Ro, Wilt thou prouoke me? then baue at thee boy, 
0 Lord they fight, I will go call the JV atch. 

Par. O I am flaine,if thou be mcrcifull, 

Open the Tombe.lay me with Imen 
Rom. In faith I will, let roe perufe this face, 
tJMeruitwi kinfman, Noble Countie Tarte, 

What faid my man, when my betofled foulc 
Did not attend him as we tode ? I thinke 
Fie told me Tar is fliould hane married 
Said he not fo# or did I dreame it fo? 

Or am i mad, hearing him talkeof Juliet, 

To thinke it was fo ? O giue me thy hand. 

One writ with me in fowre misfortunes 
lie burie thee in a triumphant graue. 

AGraue ,0 no. A Lant home llaughtred vnro h * 

For here lies Juliet , and her bewtie 
This V ault a feaftmg prefence full of 
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Death lie thou there by a dead man interd. 

How oft when men are at the point of death, 

Haue they bene merie# which their keepers call 
A lightning before death#Qh how may I 
Call this a lightning > O my Loue.my wife, 

Death that hath fuckt the honey of thy breath. 

Hath had no power yet v£on thy bctvtie: 

Thou art not conquerd,bewtics enhgne yet 
Is crymfon in thy lips and in thy cheeks, 

And deaths pale flag is not aduanced there. 

Tybalt lyeft thou there in thy bloudic fheet/ 

O what more fauour can I do to thee. 

Then with that hand that cut thy youth in twaine. 
To funder his that was thine enemie i 
For<due me Couzen. Ah deare hliet 
Why art thou yet fo faire t I will beleeue, . ' 

Shall I beleeue that vnfubftantiall death is amorous? 
And that the leanc abhorred monfter keepcs 
Thee here in darke to be his parramour i 
For feare of that I (fill will ftaic vvith thee, , 

And neuer from this pallat of dym night. ( 

Depart againe,comc lye thou in my atme, 

Heer’s to thy health,where ere thou tumbleft 
O true Appothecaric ! 

Thy drugs arc qtiicke.Thus with a kiUe I die. 

Depart againe,here,here,will I remainc, 

With wormes that are thy Chatnber-maides: Ohctc 

.Will I fet vp my euerlafting reft s 

And fhakc the yoke of inaufpicious ftarres. 

From this world weaned fleft),eycs lookc )'our lau. 
Armes takeyourlaft embrace: And lips,Oyou 
The daotes of breath, feale with a righteous k'iu<? 

A datelcfle bargaine to ingrofling death : 

Come bitter conduft, come vnfauoury guide, 

Thou defperate Pilot,now at once run on 
The dafhing Rocks, thy feafick weary barke: ; 
Hecres to my Loue.O true Appothecary : 

Thy diugs arc qui cke .Thus with a kitfe I die... 



The moft Umentabk TrtgedRt 

Entrer Frier with Lanthorne, Crewe, 
and Spade. 

Frier. S. Frances be my fpeedc, bow oft to night 
Haue my old feet Humbled at graues i Whoes there ? 

Man. Heercsone, a friend, and one that knowes you well. 
Frier. Bliflc be vpon you. Tell me good my friend 
What torch is yond that vainly lends his light 
To grubs and eyelefle fculles : as 1 difeerne, 

It burneth in the Capels monument. 

Man. 1 1 doth fo holy fir, and thercs my maifter, one that you 
Frier. Who is it 2 (loue. 

Man. Romeo. 

Frier. How long hath he bin there 2 
Man. Full hatte an houre. 

Frier. Go with me to the Vault. 

Man. I dare not fir. 

My Matter knowes not but I am gone hence, 
Andfearefullydid menace me with death 
If I did ftay to lookc on his entents. 

Frier. Stay then ile. go alone, feare comes vpon me. 

0 much I feare fome ill vnthriftie thing. 

(Man. As Ididflccpevnder this yong tree hecre, 

1 dreampt my rnaiftcr and another fought. 

And that my maifter flew him. • 

Frier. Romeo. " 

Alack alack, what bloud is this which ftaines 
The ftony<nts^eofthis Sepulchre; 

What meane theft roaiftcrleflc and goarie fwords 
To lie difcoloar’d by this place of peace i 
“Romeo, oh / v; ho elfe, what Tares tool 
And fte^tinfeloud ?ah whatanvnlunii Bovver 
Is gutltiroV^^n«sata 1 ble chance i 
TheLadyP .rns. 

Inis. O coir.^ ; tabic Frier, where is my Lord2 
I do remember well where I fiiould be : 

And there 1 am, t/iiere is my Romeo ? 

Frier. I hcare foxnc noyfe Lady, come fro® that nett 
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^f death, contagion, and vnnaturall lleepe, 
h greater power then we can contradift 
Hath thwarted our intents, come, come away, 

Jhy husband in thy bofome there lies dead s 
And Farit too, come ile difpofe of thee, 

Among aSifterhood of holy Nunnes : 

Stay not to queftion, for the watch is coraming, 

Come go good Iuliet , I dare no longer ftay. 

Exit, 

hit. Go get thee h ence, for I will not away. 

Whats heerc 2 a cup clofd in my true loues hand l 
PoifonI fee hath bin his timelefleend: 

O churle, drunke all, and left no friendly drop 
To help me after, I will kifle thy lips, 

Happlie fome poyfon yet doth hang on them, 

To make me dye with a reftoratiue. 

Thy lips are vyarmc. 

Enter Boy and Watch. 

Watch. Leade boy, which way. 

Juli. Y ea noife2 then ile be briefe. O happy dagger 
This is thy (heath, there ruft and let me dye. 

Watch boy. This is the place there where the torch doth burne. 
Watch. The ground is bloudie, fearch about the Churchyard 
Go fome of you, who ere you find attach. 

Pittifull fight, heerelies the Countie flaine, 

And Iuhet bleeding, warme, and newliedead : 
Whohecrehathlaine this twodaies buried. 

Go tell the Prince, runne to the Capnlets, 

Raife vp the Mmntagues, fome others fearch. 

We fee. the ground whereon thefe woes do lye, 

But the true ground of all thefe piteous woes 
We cannot without circumftance defery. 

Enter Romeos man. 

Watch. Here? Romeos man, we found him in the Churchyard. 
Chief, watch. Hold him in fafetie till the Prince come hither. 

Enter Frier, and another Watchman. 

% Watch. Here is a Frier that trembles, fighes, and weepes, 

‘ -- - ~ W« 
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We tooke this Mattocke and this Spade from him, 
As he was comming from this Church-yards fide. 
fhief watch, A great fufpition,ftay the Frier too too. 

Enter the Prince. 

Pm. What mifaduenture is fo early vp. 

That calls our peifon from our morning reft? 

Enter Cape/s, 

Ca. What ftiould it be that is fo flirike abroad ? 
Wife. O the people in the flrcet crie Romeo, 

Some Iuliet, and fome Earis, and all runne 
With open outcry toward our Monument. 

Tr. What fcare is this which ftartles in your cares* 
Watch. Soueraine,here lies the County Paris flain. 
And Romeo deadband Iuliet dead before, 

Warme and new kild. (comes. 

Pm.Searchjfeekc Sc know how this foule murder 
Wat. Here is a Frier , and Slaughter Romeos man, 
With Inftruments vpo» them,fit to open 
Thcfe dead mens Tombcs. 

Enter (fapulet and his wife. 

Ca. O heauens / O wife looke how our daughter 
This dagger hath miftane,for loe his houfc (bleeds/ 
Is emptie on the back of Mount ague, 

And it misftieathd in my daughters bofome. 

Wife. O me, this fight of death, is as a Bell 
That warnes my old age to a fepulchcr. 

Enter LMountague. 

'Em. Come Mountague, for thou art early vp 
To fee thy fonne and heire,now earliog downe. 

Mom. Alas my liege, my wife is dead to night, 
Griefe of my fonnes exile hath ftopt her breath. 
What further woe confpires againft mine age? 

Erin. Looke and thou {halt fee. 

Mom. Othouvntaught,whatmancrsisinthis, 
To prefte before thy father to a graue? 

Erin. Seale vp the mouth of outrage for a while, 
Till we can cl ear e thcfe ambiguities, 
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And know their fpring, their head, their true difeent. 
And then will I be generall ofyour woes, 

And leade you euen to death, mcane time forbeare, 
And let mifchance be flaue to patience. 

Bring foorth the parties of fufpition. 

Frier. I am the greateft able to' dolcaft, 

Yet moft fufpetted as the time and place 
Doth m; he againft me of this direfull muxthcr : 

And heere I Hand both to i peach and purge 
My felfe condemned, and m/lelfc excufde. 
pm . Then fay at once what thou doft knowin thh? 
Frier. I will be briefe,for my fhort date of breath 
Is not fo long as is a tedious talc. 

Romeo there dead, was husband to that Iuliet, 

And (he there dead, thats Romeos faithfull wife: 

- 1 married them, and their ftolne marriage day 
Was Tibalts doomefday , whofe vntimely death 
Banifht the new-made Bridegroome from this Citie, 
For whome,and not for Tib alt, Iuliet pindc. 

You to remoue that fiege of griefe from her 
Betrothd and would haue married her perforce 
T o Course Paris . Then comes flie to me, 

And with wild lodkes bid me dcuift fome mcane 
To rid her from this fecond manage : 

Or in my Cell there would flic kill her felfe. 

Then gaue I her (fo tuterd by my art) 

Afleeping potion, which fo tooke effeft 
As I intended, for it wrought on her 
The forme of death, meane time I writ to Romeo 
That he fhould hither come as this dire night 
To help to take her from her borrowed graue. 

Being the time the potions force fhould ceafc. 

But h e which bore my letter, Frier Iohn , 

Was ftay ed by accident, and yeflernight 
Returnd my letter back, then all alone 
At the prefixed hower of her waking. 




The moft lamentable Tr age die 

Came I to take her from her kindreds Vault, 

Meaning to keepe her clofely at my Cell, 

Till I conueniently could fend to Romeo. 

But when I came,fome minute ere the time-. 

Of her awakening, here vntimely lay, 

The Noble Parts, and true Romeo dead. 

She wakes, and I entreated her come forth 
And beare this workeofheauen with patience:^ 

But then a noy fe did.fcai e me from thcTorribe, 

And (Ire too defpef ate would not go with me: 

But as it feemesjdid violence on her felfe. 

A1 this I know, & to the marriage her Nurfeis priuie: 

And if ought in this mifeatied by my fault. 

Let my oldlife bcfacrific'd fome houre before his time, 
Vnto the rigour of feuereft law. 

Trin. We ftill haue knowne thee for a holy man, 
Wheres %omeos man i what can he fay to this ? 

Balth, fbroughtmy rnaifler newes of/«/re/r death* 

And then in portehe came from C JMantua, 

To this fame place.To this fame monument 
This Letter he early bid me giue his Father, 

And threatned me with death, going in the Vault* 

If I departed norland left him there, i 
Prin. GiuemetheLetterJwilllookeonit. 

Where is the Counties Page that raifd the Watch ? 
Sirrah, what made’your maifter in this place? 

Boy . He came with flowers to ftre w his Ladies graue, 
And bid me ftand aloofe, andfo I did, J ' : ’ 

Anon comesone with light to ope the T ombe, 

And by and by my maifter drew on him, ; • 

And then 1 tan ayvay to call the Watch. ; 

Pm.This Letter doth make good the Friers words, , 
Their courfe of Loue,tbc tidingsofher death* 

And here he writes, that he did buy a poy fon 
Of a poore Pothecarie,and therewithal!. 

Came to this V ault, to die and lyewith Tmliet. 

JVbcrc bethefe enemies? CapukjyMoHmiHel 
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See what a fcourge is laide vpon your hate ? ^ 

That heauen finds means to kil your loyes with loue, 
And I for winking at your difeords too, 

Haue loft a brace of kinfmen, all are puniflit. 

/>. O brother Mount ague me thy hand, „ 

This is my daughters ioynture,for no more 

Canldemaund. 

C Mom. But 1 can giue thee more, 

For I will raie her ftatue rn pure gold. 

That whiles VcronA by that name isknowne. 

There fliall no figure at fuch rate be let. 

As that of true and faithfull Iultct. 

Capel. As rich fliall Romeos by hisLadiesIiCj 
Poore facrifices of our enmitie. > _ # 

Prin. A glooming peace this morning with it brings J 
The Sun for forrow will not ftiew his head: 

Go hence to haue more talke of thefe fad things? 

Some fliall be pardoned, and fome puniflied, } 

Forneuer wasa Storie ofmorevvo, 

Then this of Met and her %omee. ; 
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